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2  EXCITING  ROMANTIC  NOVELS  ^  ^ 

ESCAPE  FROM  DESIRE 
by  Vida  Hurst 

Sherry^  Hamilton  aik«d  htrialf 
how  Bill  Maddan  could  ba  so 
saltish!  Sha  would  gladly  aban¬ 
don  tha  promising  caraar,  which 
had  baan  so  important  bafora 
sha  mat  Bill.  But  now  ha  insiftad 
sha  giva  up  Sharry  Anna,  tha 
baby  sha  lovad  as  much  as  sha 
did  him. 

Wouldn’t  it  ba  simplar  to  marry 
dashing,  gay,  Marvin  Edwards 
who  lovad  har  and  tha  baby? 
Parhaps — but  in  har  haart  was 
tha  knowiadga  that  she  would 
navar  stop  loving  Bill! 
originally  entitled  “Masquerade”  by  the 

TOO  MANY  KISSES 
by  Carol  Hollistoii 

Sha  had  givan  up  avarything  to  ilva  with 
Sam — har  lovely  homa,  har  family  and 
friands,  and  tha  luxurious  existanca  that 
was  hers  bafora  sha  mat  him.  And  in 
an  hour  of  angar,  ha  had  driven  har 
away. 

Now  how  could  sha  maka  him  under¬ 
stand  sha  had  not  run  away  to  an¬ 
other  man,  but  had  only  gone  t6  es¬ 
cape  his  iaaiousv?  And  how  could 
sha  return  to  him  whan  ha  had 
once  told  har,  ha  hated  har  and 
wished  her  dead? 

Condensed  from  the  novel  originally  entitled  "Beautiful  Butterfly” 
by  the  same  author. 
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Love-rom-.nce-marriage.  Mere  words  to  Sherry  Hamilton  when  life  was 
aromisin-j  her  fame  and  fortune.  Then  along  came  the  New  Years  Mosguerc-- 
and  th^r  chance  meeting  with  Bill  Madden.  His  electrifying  kiss  promised  her 
the  'ove  she  had  never  dared  dream  of. 


>iid  because  Bill  became  such  an  essential  part  of  her  life,  she  told  him  of 
Sherry  Anne,  the  boby  she  loved  as  much  as  she  loved  him.  Bill's  onswer  hurt 
and  confused  her.  He  could  never  love  another  man’s  child,  he  told  her.  She 
must  choose  between  one  of  them. 


But  how  could  he  expect  her  to  give  up  this  child?  Wouldn’t  it  be  easier  to 
give  up  Bill  and  marry  charming.  hciRdsome  Marvin  Edwards  who  asked  noth- 
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MOVING,  POIGNANT  NOVEL  OF  A  WOMAN'S  CHOICE  BETWEEN 
THE  MAN  SHE  LOVES  AND  ANOTHER  MAN'S  CHILD! 


By  Vm  HOUST 


Condensed  horn  the  novel 
originally  entitled  "Mas¬ 
querade"  by  the  same 
author. 


^And  suddenly  she 
was  kissing  t  h  e 
stranger! 


Lights.  Glitter.  Excitement. 
After  the  long,  dreary  years  of 
the  war  it  was  like  standing  on 
the  threshold  of  a  new  world  to  see 
the  colorful  costumes  and  listen  to 
the  mad,  gay  music  of  the  Artists’ 
Ball  once  more.  It  was  New  Year’s 
Eve.  A  slow,  persistent  rain  was  beat¬ 
ing  against  the  windows,  but  inside 
was  laughter  and  a  mounting  thrill 
of  anticipation.  Only  those  in  cos¬ 
tume  had  been  admitted.  No  one  was 
permitted  to  unmask  until  midnight 
and  as  the  magic  hour  approached 
the  mood  of  the  dancers  grew  more 
riotous.  Two  cave  men  brandishing 
paper  club  fought  over  a  slender 
East  Indian  dancer  whose  golden 
sequins  sparkled  with  reflected  ra¬ 
diance,  but  with  a  mocking  laugh  she 
eluded  them  and  sought  refuge  in 
the  arms  of  a  brown-clad  monk  whose 
hood  was  drawn  over  his  head. 

‘‘Where  have  you  been?”  she  asked. 
“I  lost  you  in  the  crowd.” 
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Perhaps  he  did  not  hear  her.  If 
he  answered  the  roll  of  drums  dead¬ 
ened  his  reply.  The  hands  of  the 
clock  on  the  wall  at  one  end  of  the 
room  were  almost  together.  In  spite 
of  the  incongruity  of  their  costumes 
they  danced  together  easily.  The 
girl’s  burnished  auburn  hair,  the 
jeweled  bangles  about  her  white 
wrists  and  ankles  contrasted  bril¬ 
liantly  with  the  sober  monk’s  robe 
which  completely  concealed  the  wear¬ 
er. 

Suddenly  the  music  stopped. 
Lights  flashed  off  and  darkness  flood¬ 
ed  the  room.  The  crowd  surged  closer 
together  in  swift  pagan  abandon  and 
the  girl  in  the  dancing  costume  felt 
her  chin  tilted  upward  by  a  deter¬ 
mined  hand. 

‘‘He  needn’t  be  so  high-handed 
about  it,”  she  thought,  amused. 

But  as  their  lips  met  her  amuse 
ment  changed  to  consternation. 
Never  in  the  three  years  she  had 
known  him  had  Roger  Fenton  kissed 
here  like  this.  Never  had  Sherry 
Hamilton  been  so  thrilled.  For  one 
mad  moment  her  own  identity  was 
completely  lost. 

“Darling,  darling,”  he  whispered 
— and  the  voice  was  .lOt  Roger’s. 

As  the  lights  came  on  and  the  band 
burst  into  “Auld  Lang  Syne,”  an¬ 
other  monk  came  toward  them,  fight¬ 
ing  his  way  through  the  jungle  of 
dancers.  That  must  be  Roger.  This' 
man  to  whose  kiss  Sherry  had  res¬ 
ponded  with  an  emotion  she  had 
never  before  experienced,  was  not 
Roger. 

When  he  removed  his  mask  she 
saw  a  face  vaguely  familiar  to  her. 
She  had  sen  him  some  place,  but 
where?  He  said  hastily,  “Hello,  Sher¬ 
ry!  I  knew  it  was  you  all  the  time.” 

“But  I  don’t  know  you....”  she 
faltered. 

“Maddan  Advertising.  Bill  Mad- 
dan.” 

Of  course,  she  remembered  having 
seen  him  in  the  office  where  she 
worked  as  a  commercial  artist.  Roger 
was  there  now,  his  hand  possessively 
on  her  arm. 

“May  I  call  you  this  afternon?” 
Bill  murmured. 


Sherry  did  not  answer.  She  was 
still  confused.  How  could  she  have 
mistaken  Bill  Maddan  for  the  round- 
faced,  blond  newspaper  photographer 
who  had  brought  her  there?  Roger 
didn’t  understand  it  either. 

“What’s  the  idea?”  he  complained. 
“Can’t  I  leave  you  long  enough  to 
call  my  paper  without  having  your 
disappear  with  another  man?” 

“He  rescued  me  from  a  couple  of 
cave  men.  After  all,  you  were  dressed 
alike.” 

“Oh,  sure,  and  you  didn’t  not^:e 
that  he  was  at  least  a  foot  taller.” 

“No,”  Sherry  replied  penitently, 
recalling  how  she  had  lifted  her  lips 
to  Bill’s. 

“It  would  have  to  happen  just  at 
midnight,”  Roger  continued.  “You 
kissed  him,  I  suppose?” 

“If  I  did  it  was  because  I  thought 
he  was  you.” 

AS  SHE  danced  with  Roger,  Sher¬ 
ry’s  hazel  eyes  combed  the 
laughing  mob  for  another  brown 
monk’s  robe,  but  Bill  Maddan  had 
disappeared.  Meanwhile  Roger  was 
indefatigable.  They  stayed  until  the 
second  orchestra  refused  another  en¬ 
core  and  began  to  fold  up  their 
stands.  The  crowd  had  thinned  to  a 
few  determined  or  intoxicated  cele¬ 
brants.  The  floor  was  littered  with 
the  flotsam  and  jetsam  of  a  riotous¬ 
ly  successful  entertainment.  Con¬ 
fetti,  cigarette  stubs,  discarded 
masks,  paper  cups,  pieces  of  ribbon. 
Someone  had  pushed  the  heavy  dra¬ 
peries  from  the  high  wide  windows, 
exposing  the  dirty  glass  streaked  by 
the  recent  rain. 

“Happy  New  Year,  honey!”  Roger 
said  for  what  must  have  been  the 
twentieth  time. 

“Same  to  you,”  Sherry  responded 
automatically.  “Although  I  doubt  if 
I’ll  live  long  enough  to  see  it  through 
if  I  don’t  get  to  bed  soon.” 

“It’s  only  five  o’clock.  You  can 
sleep  all  day.  But  first  let’s  have 
some  breakfast.” 

The  sun  was  rising  in  a  burst  of 
color  as  they  drove  up  Telegraph 
Hill  to  the  flat  Sherry  shared  with 
Anne  Travis,  Across  the  bay  the  Ber- 
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keley  roofs  were  like  golden  mina¬ 
rets  against  a  backdrop  of  saffron 
and  pearly  rose.  Below  in  the  harbor 
floated  a  vast  armada  of  ships  wait¬ 
ing  to  return  to  sea. 

Roger  opened  the  door  and  fol¬ 
lowed  Sherry  inside  long  enough 
to  kiss  her,  but  she  turned  her  head 
so  that  his  lips  only  grazed  one  cheek. 

“I  haven’t  kised  you  this  year,”  he 
complained.  “And  this  one  doesn’t 
count.  Arc  you  really  as  cold  as  you 
seem.  Sherry?  Or  just  being  coy?” 

“The  fact  that  you  kiss  me  at  all 
is  a  concession  on  my  part.” 

“Some  day  I’m  going  to  take  you 
at  your  word  and  walk  right  out  of 
your  life.  Indeed,  my  resolution  for 
this  year  is  to  marry  you  or  give  you 
up.” 

Sherry  smiled  and  patted  his  hand. 
“Goodbye,  Roger.  It’s  been  fun.” 

“I’ll  call  you  soon.” 

“Of  course,”  she  said. 

But  the  door  had  no  sooner  closed 
behind  him  than  she  forgot  Roger 
Fenton’s  existence.  She  was  obsessed 
by  the  memory  of  another  man.  A 
tall,  dark  man  with  deep-set  gray 
eyes  and  a  generous,  laughing  mouth. 
Bill  Maddan  was  not  handsome.  His 
nose  was  too  big,  his  features  too 
rugged.  But  he  had  an  attractive  face. 
His  expression  was  determined  but 
tolerant.  Kindly,  and  with  a  sense 
of  humor  ....  “What’s  the  matter 
with  me?”  Sherry  wondered.  The  dra¬ 
peries  were  drawn  in  the  living  room 
and  she  stumbled  against  something. 
Anne’s  suitcase.  She  was  home  then 
from  her  week-end  in  Yosemite.  Two 
empty  glases,  overflowing  ash  trays 
and  a  withered  corsage  were  on  the 
walnut  coffee  table.  Anne’s  new  hat 
was  perched  blithely  on  one  of  the 
tall  porcelain  cats  adorning  either 
side  of  the  mantel.  The  fire  had 
burned  into  ashes,  some  of  which  had 
sifted  upon  the  white  rug.  “It  will 
have  to  be  cleaned  again,”  Sherry 
sighed.  Even  the  refectory  table  in 
the  dining  room  was  littered  with  the 
remains  of  a  recent  meal.  Anne,  who 
was  in  charge  of  the  jewelry  depart¬ 
ment  in  one  of  the  city’s  most  exclu¬ 
sive  stores,  was  shrewd,  competent. 


tireless,  but  she  had  never  been 
known  to  put  anything  in  the  same 
place  twice.  Sherry  adored  her  while 
deploring  the  disorder  which  sur¬ 
rounded  her. 

The  two  girls  had  lived  togeth¬ 
er  for  three  years.  Ever  since  the 
twcnty-three-year-old  Sherry  had  ar¬ 
rived  in  town,  newly  graduated  from 
a  New  York  art  school.  A  remote 
connection  between  the  two  families 
had  been  sufficient  reason  to  impel 
Sherry’s  Aunt  Agatha  in  Montclair, 
New  Jersey  to  write  Anne’s  mother 
in  Connecticut  that  she  would  appre¬ 
ciate  any  favors  shown  by  Anne  to 
the  orphaned  niece  who  was  on  her 
way  to  San  Francisco.  Both  girls 
had  expected  to  be  bored  with  each 
other.  To  their  surprise  they  had 
formed  an  immediate  friendship 
which  had  lasted  in  spite  of  five 
years’  difference  in  age. 

Anne  was  now  thirty-one.  She  had 
been  married  at  nineteen  and  divorced 
at  twenty.  Blonde  and  beautiul,  she 
was  attractive  to  the  masculine  sex 
but  had  no  respect  for  them.  The  man 
didn’t  exist  who  could  put  anything 
over  on  Anne  Travis. 

Glancing  at  her  wrist  watch, 
Sherry  saw  that  it  was  eight  o’clock. 
She  pulled  the  cord  which  drew  the 
draperies  back  from  the  large  wide 
windows.  Below  lay  the  breath-tak¬ 
ing  panorama  of  the  bay.  Sherry 
prized  that  view.  It  had  been  their 
reason  for  choosing  that  particular 
flat  rather  than  an  apartment  across 
the  street,  but  this  morning  it  did 
not  satisfy  her  feeling  of  restless- 
nes.  She  felt  a  longing  for  the  wider 
stretch  of  the  ocean  itself.  The  bay 
was  too  quiet. 

All  do3ire  for  sleep  had  left 
her.  Bill  Maddan  had  asked  if  he 
might  call  her  that  day,  and  before 
that  happened  she  must  come  to  some 
decision  abc^iit  him.  It  was  silly  to 
give  such  importance  to  a  kiss  given 
at  the  passing  of  the  Old  Year,  but 
it  had  not  been  an  ordinary  kiss. 
“Darling,  darling!”  he  had  whispered. 
He  knew  it  too.  He  must  have  re¬ 
alized  as  she  did  that  something  had 
flamed  into  life  as  the  first  pressure 
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of  his  lips  on  hers.  She  had  melted 
into  his  arms,  without  resistance,  los¬ 
ing  her  own  identity  as  she  had  never 
done  before.  “And  must  not  do  again/' 
she  warned  herself. 

Walking  quietly  down  the  long 
hall  leading  to  the  two  bedrooms 
separated  by  a  sun  room,  Sherri  de¬ 
cided  not  to  go  to  bed.  Instead  she 
would  change  to  a  warm  sweater  and 
skirt,  pull  on  an  old  beret  and  heavy 
belted  coat  and  take  a  streetcar  to 
the  beach.  Far  out  betond  the  Cliff 
House,  where  she  could  burrow  into 
the  sand  and  think. 

It  was  amazing  how  few  people 
were  aboard  at  that  hour  on  New 
Year’s  morning.  The  usually  crowded 
car  was  almost  empty.  Only  the  mo- 
torman  and  conductor  accompanied 
her  to  the  end  of  the  line.  Sherry 
walked  swiftly  past  the  cluster  of 
hot  dog  stands,  photograph  galleries 
and  bars.  As  far  as  she  could  see  not 
another  person  was  on  the  beach. 
She  turned  inside  the  enclosure  lead¬ 
ing  to  the  water.  Her  shoes  filled 
with  sand  and  dragged  like  leaden 
weights.  Beyond  the  low  wall  was  a 
clump  of  bushes  which  would  keep 
the  wind  from  her  back.  She  sank 
into  a  sitting  position.  It  was  like 
being  alone  in  the  world.  Far  away 
a  ship  moved  into  the  mist  like  a 
dream.  At  the  edge  of  the  water-dark¬ 
ened  sand  the  waves  writhed  and 
twisted  into  white,  foaming  coils. 

Where  was  Bill  now?  Sleeping, 
probably,  with  no  idea  of  the  storm 
of  emotion  he  had  roused.  He  no 
doubt  regarded  hex  as  merely  another 
cl  :lightful  prospect.  Anne  said  such 
attractions  were  chemical  reactions. 
C’lemical  or  not.  Sherry  told  herself 
s  e  could  not  afford  them.  She  had 
C  dicated  the  years  between  twenty- 
tb/ee  and  thirty  and  worked  too  hard 
to  establish  herself  as  a  commercial 
artist  to  go  overboard  for  love.  When 
she  was  graduated  from  art  school  she 
had  determined  to  continue  her  ca¬ 
reer.  After  that  she  could  marry,  but 
until  then  she  would  permit  herself 
only  unromantic  friendships  such  as 
she  had  with  Roger.  Unromantic  on 
her  part,  that  is,  it  wasn’t  her  fault  if 
Roger  was  always  hoping  it  would 


lead  to  something  else.  There  had 
been  nothing  platonic  about  the  kiss 
she  had  given  Bill  Maddan.  There 
never  would  be  anything  platonic  be- 
teen  them.  That  was  why  she  was  so 
disturbed.  She  could  hear  Aunt  Aga¬ 
tha  saying.  “Don’t  start  something 
you  can’t  finish.”  And  Anne’s  more 
cynical  advice  to  run  before  she  was 
trapped.  . . . 

“I  must  make  up  my  mind  not  to  see 
him  again,”  she  thought.  “If  he  tele¬ 
phones  I’ll  have  Anne  tell  him  I  don’t 
care  to  talk  to  him.” 

It  was  then,  as  she  came  to  this 
decision  which  she  had  suspected 
from  the  beginning  would  be  inevit¬ 
able,  that  she  saw  the  wind-beaten  fig¬ 
ure  of  another  woman  struggle  down 
the  sand  toward  the  water. 

SHERRY  watched  indifferently 
as  the  distant  figure  walked 
toward  the  water.  Realization  of  the 
other’s  intentions  did  not  strike  her 
until  the  woman  began  to  run  down 
the  stretch  of  wet  beach.  She  was 
deliberately  wading  into  the  treach¬ 
erous  undertow. 

“Stop!”  Sherry  cried.  “Do  you  want 
to  be  drowned. 

The  other  woman  gave  one  startled 
glance  over  her  shoulder  and  quick¬ 
ened  her  pace,  then,  stumbling,  lost 
her  balance  and  fell  in  the  surf  which 
broke  in  waves  about  her.  She  had 
regained  her  footing  and  fallen  again 
before  Sherry  reached  her.  Then  she 
struck  at  her  rescuer  with  desperate 
hands. 

“Let  me  go.  I  know  what  I’m  do¬ 
ing.” 

“Oh  no,  you  don’t,”  Sherry  retort¬ 
ed,  dragging  her  back  on  the  thv 
water-soaked  beach.  Sherry  saw  then 
that  although  the  woman’s  body  was 
mature  her  face  was  that  of  a  girl. 
Ghastly  white,  with  pale  blue  eyes 
and  long  stravz-colored  hair. 

“You  might  have  been  killed,”  Sher¬ 
ry  said  severely  when  she  could 
speak. 

“I  want  to  die,”  the  girl  gasped. 
She  was  drenched  to  the  skin.  In  her 
bedraggled  fur  jacket,  she  looked  like 
a  half  drowned  kitten. 

“You’ll  feel  differently  about  it 
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when  you’ve  thought  it  over,”  Sherry 
said.  ‘'We’ll  get  a  taxi  and  I’ll  take 
you  home.  Where  do  you  live?” 

"No,  place.  I  just  came  to  town  last 
night  and  I  couldn’t  find  a  room.” 

"You’ll  have  to  come  home  with  me 
then.  Do  you  feel  strong  enough  to 
walk  to  a  telephone?” 

"Oh,  I’m  strong  enough,”  the  girl 
f^aid  bitterly.  But  when  she  tried  to 
rise  her  knees  buckled  under  her.  She 
was  compelled  to  accept  Sherry’s  as¬ 
sistance  as  they  retracted  their  steps 
across  the  sand  to  the  sidewalk. 

The  street  was  still  deserted.  Not 
a  car  was  in  sight.  Only  the  owner  of 
the  small  restaurant  saw  them  as  they 
entered  his  door  with  water  dripping 
from  their  soaked  clothing  in  little 
rivulets. 

He  stared  at  them  with  obviov:s 
curiosity  but  he  asked  no  questions. 
Sherry  finished  her  telephone  call 
and  said.  "We’ll  have  plenty  of  time 
for  a  cup  of  coffee.  Hot  and  black, 
please !” 

The  strange  girl  held  her  cup  with 
both  small  shaking  hands,  sipping 
with  short  nervous  gulps.  Sherry  did 
not  attempt  to  make  conversation. 
When  the  taxi  arrived  she  gave  the 
surprised  driver  her  own  address  on 
Telegraph  Hill. 

"Couple  of  dames  still  celebrating,” 
he  thought.  "Some  people  are  sure 
goofy.  Imagine  going  in  wading  at 
this  time  of  year.” 

With  a  dignity  which  did  not 
match  her  appearance.  Sherry  paid 
the  fare  and  helped  the  other  girl  up 
the  steps.  The  living  room  was  just 
as  she  had  left  it.  Anne  wasn’t  up 
yet.  That  was  good.  The  fewer  ex¬ 
planations  the  better. 

"You’d  better  get  into  a  tub  of 
hot  Water  while  I  take  a  shower  in 
the  stall,”  Sherry  said  cheerfully. 
"Here’s  a  wool  bathrobe  you  may 
have  when  you’ve  finished.” 

The  roar  of  running  water  made 
further  speech  impossible,  until  pres¬ 
ently  both  girls  were  clad  in  bath¬ 
robes  and  slippers. 

"My  name  is  Mildred  Bates,  Mrs. 
Bates,”  the  girl  volunteered  as  if  she 
had  been  thinking  things  over  and 
come  to  a  decision. 


"And  I’m  Sherry  Hamilton.  Let’s 
go  to  the  kitchen  and  I’ll  fix  some 
breakfast.” 

When  it  was  ready  she  spread  a 
clean  cloth  on  a  small  table  near  the 
kitchen  window  which  over-looked  a 
geranium-covered  wall.  Mildred  Bates 
swallowed  the  hot  food  eagerly. 
When  she  had  finished  her  second 
cup  of  coffee  Sherry  said,  "Want 
to  tell  me  what’s  wrong,  Mildred?” 

The  pale  blue  eyes  stared  at  her 
through  veils  of  despair. 

"My  husband  deserted  me  because 
I’m  going  to  have  a  baby.  I  followed 
him  here  to  beg  him  to  come  back 
but  he  won’t  have  anything  to  do 
with  me.  And  I  haven’t  any  money. 
I  spent  everything  I  had  on  my  tick¬ 
et  from  Kansas  City.” 

"That’s  no  excuse  for  trying  to  kill 
yourself,”  Sherry  said  stoutly. 

"But  I  love  him,”  Mildred  said, 
beginning  to  cry.  "I  don’t  want  to 
live  without  him.’' 

"How  can  you  love  a  man  who 
treats  you  like  that?  He  can  be  forced 
to  take  care  of  you.’ 

"No,”  Mildred  cried  hyserically. 
"I  don’t  want  anything  from  him 
that  way.  I’d  rather  die.” 

Sherry  wondered  how  anv  woman 
could  be  so  spineless,  but  she  said 
soothingly,  "You’re  in  no  condition 
to  talk  about  it  now.  I’ll  give  you 
a  bromide  and  put  you  to  bed  in  the 
sun  room.  After  you’ve  had  some 
sleep  we’ll  think  of  something  for 
you  to  do.  No  situation  is  hopeless.” 

Although  she  had  not  slept 
all  night  Sherry  Hamilton  felt 
no  fatigue  as  she  sat  before  the  dead 
fire  in  the  living  room  of  her  flat  on 
Telegraph  Hill.  She  was  pondering 
the  circumstances  leading  to  Mildred 
Bates’  attempted  suicide,  but  in  the 
back  of  her  mind  was  also  the  figure 
of  a  man  in  a  monk’s  costume  who 
had  kissed  her  at  the  Artist’s  Ball. 
She  could  not  rid  herself  of  the  pre¬ 
monition  that  Bill  Madan’s  life  was 
to  be  entangled  with  hers,  even 
though  she  had  determined  not  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  him. 

It  was  almost  noon  when  she  heard 
rapid  footsteps  coming  down  the 
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hall.  Anne  Travis  appeared  in  the 
doorway. 

Anne  said,  “Do  I  look  all  right  to 
you?  Perfectly  normal,  I  mean?*' 

Sherry's  hazel  eyes  met  the  gray- 
green  orbs  of  her  friend. 

“Of  course  you  do.  Why?" 

“Well,  I  know  last  night  was  New 
Year's  Eve  when  strange  things  hap¬ 
pen,  but  I'd  swear  there  was  no  one 
on  the  sun  room  when  I  went  to  bed. 
Thefe  is  certainly  someone  there  now. 
A  girl  I've  never  seen  before." 

Sherry  sighed.  “Neither  had  I  un¬ 
til  this  morning.  She  was  trying  to 
drown  herself." 

“Drown  herself?"  Anne  repeated, 
shivering  “Wh^re?  And  what  do  we 
have  to  do  with  it?" 

“I'm  not  sure  myself,  yet,  but  if 
the  old  Chinese  adage  is  right,  having 
saved  her  life  I  am  now  responsible 
for  it." 

Anne  sank  into  a  chair,  lighted  a 
cigarette  wih  shaking  fingers  and 
discarded  it  after  a  couple  of  puffs. 

“You  haven“t  answered  my  first 
question.  Where  did  this  occur?" 

“Out  at  the  beach.  Below  the  Cliff 
House.  I  couldn't  sleep  and  was  there 
trying  to  settle  a  problem  of  my  own. 
Her  name  is  Mildred  Bates.  She  came 
here  from  Kansas  City.  Her  husband 
deserted  her  because  she  is  going  to 
have  a  baby." 

Anne  looked  alarmed. 

“You  don't  believe  that,  do  you?" 

“Why  not?  She's  wearing  a  wed¬ 
ding  ring." 

“That  doesn’t  mean  she’s  married," 
Anne  said  cynically. 

“I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  her.  She 
says  she  spent  all  her  money  for  a 
ticket  to  San  Francisco  so  she  could 
persuade  him  to  come  back  to  her  but 
he  refused.  And  she  refuses  to  go 
to  court  about  it.” 

4^^0UNDS  like  a  made  up  story 
to  me.  Sherry.  The  less 
you  have  to  do  with  her  the  better." 

“We  could  use  a  girl  around  here," 
Sherry  said  pleadingly.  “This  is  too 
big,  and  neither  of  us  has  time  to 
take  care  of  it.  If  she  can  cook  it 
wouldn't  cost  any  more  to  feed  three 
of  us  than  we  spend  eating  out.  It 


would  give  her  a  place  to  stay  and 
something  to  do  until  her  baby  is 
born." 

“And  then  what?"  I'm  not  yearn¬ 
ing  for  the  patter  of  little  feet  in  my 
life.  What's  come  over  you  anyway?" 

“I  don’t  know,"  Sherry  admitted. 
“I  guess  it's  because  I  was  there  when 
she  was  going  to  drown  herself. 
Imagine  if  it  were  you,  Anne.  Going 
to  have  a  baby.  Deserted  by  your 
husband.  No  money." 

“Speak  for  yourself.  Sherry.  It 
couldn't  have  happened  to  me.  I'd 
have  been  too  smart  for  that  even 
at  eighteen.” 

“She’s  not  much  older  than  that. 
The  poor  little  thing.  Just  wait  until 
you've  seen  her." 

Anne  shook  her  head.  She  had  not 
removed  her  make-up  the  night  be¬ 
fore  and  her  face  looked  hard  and 
shrewd  in  the  unflattering  daylight. 
But  Sherry  knew  Anne  was  not  alto¬ 
gether  selfish.  She  had  supported 
her  parents  in  Connecticut  for  years 
and  gave  generously  to  pet  charities. 
Her  ultimate  decision  would  depend 
on  the  first  impresion  Mildred  made, 
or  whether  or  not  Anne  liked  her. 
Meanwhile  there  was  another  matter 
to  be  settled. 

“If  a  man  by  the  name  cf  Bill  Mad- 
dan  calls  I'm  not  at  home,"  Sherry 
said. 

Anne  grinned. 

“And  why  not?  I've  known  Bill  for 
years  and  he’s  a  swell  guy  if  ever 
there  was  one.” 

“I'm  not  joking,  Anne.  Will  you 
said,  unwilling  to  admit  her  real  rea¬ 
son. 

“One  has  to  expect  such  things  at 
an  Artists’  Ball,"  Anne  reminded  her. 

“You  heard  me,"  Sherry  insisted, 
unmoved. 

“But  what  shall  I  tell  him?  You 
can't  be  away  from  home  indefinite¬ 
ly." 

“Just  tell  him  I  have  nothing  to 
say  to  him." 

“Was  it  as  bad  as  that?" 

“I'm  not  joking,  Anne.  Wil  you 
remember?" 

“Have  I  ever  let  you  down?  He 
probably  won’t  call  anyway.  Few  men 
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keep  a  promise  made  on  New  Year’s 
Eve.’ 

A  slight  movement  made  both  girls 
glance  toward  the  door  where  Mil¬ 
dred  Bates  stood  wearing  Sherry’s 
bathrobe,  her  small  feet  in  white  fur 
slippers. 

“I  heard  what  you  said  about  me,” 
she  admitted.  “I  don’t  blame  you  for 
not  warning  me.  Miss  Travis,  but  I 
promise  not  to  be  any  bother  if  you 
let  me  stay.  I’m  a  good  cook.  Really 
I  am.  I’ll  keep  this  place  nice  and 
clean  for  you  and  I’ll  never  try  to 
kill  myself  again  no  matter  what 
happens.” 

Sherry  was  pleased  to  see  Anne’s 
skepticism  softening  into  pity. 

“Well,  I  should  hope  not,”  Anne 
said.  “You’re  nothing  but  a  kid.  Your 
whole  life’s  ahead  of  you.” 

“Do  you  mean  I  can  stay?”  Mild¬ 
red  inquired  anxiously. 

As  she  spoke  the  telephone  rang. 
Anne  said,  “That’s  up  to  Sherry. 
You’re  her  responsibility,  not  mine.” 
Lifting  tlm  receiver,  she  spoke  with 
mock  sweetness.  “Miss  Travis  speak¬ 
ing.”  Her  eyes  on  Sherry,  she  con¬ 
tinued.  “Sorry,  Bill!  The  lady  in¬ 
sists  she  has  nothing  to  say  to  you. 
It  seems  you  made  rather  a  bad  im¬ 
pression.” 

SHERRY  swung  up  Sutter  Street 
to  the  well  ventilated  modern 
office  where  she  worked  as  an  artist. 
Nodding  to  the  men  and  girls  who 
were  already  there,  she  removed  her 
coat  and  put  on  a  gray  striped  smock 
she  had  made  herself.  Her  desk  was 
clear.  Materials  for  her  work  were 
neatly  put  away  in  the  drawers.  Al¬ 
though  she  had  been  there  over  three 
years  Sherry  had  never  lost  the  thrill 
of  beginning  her  task.  She  approached 
it  with  gratitude  and  interest. 
She  enjoyed  every  detail  of  it,  and 
although  her  mind  had  been  filled 
with  new  problems  she  discarded 
them  with  her  coat.  With  the  single- 
minded  joy  of  a  true  creative  artist, 
she  drew  out  the  heavy  sheets  of 
paper  and  began  to  block  in  the  de¬ 
sign  she  had  already  decided  upon. 
She  was  not  pretending.  She  really 
was  too  absorbed  to  realize  what  was 
going  on  about  her  until  she  heard 


her  name  repeated  in  a  voice  she  rec¬ 
ognized  instantly. 

“Hello,  Sherry!”  Bill  said. 

Her  hazel  eyes  met  his  with  a  “Stop 
this  before  it  goes  any  further”  ex¬ 
pression. 

“Good  morning!”  she  replied. 

The  man’s  eyes  moved  over  the 
enveloping  gray  smock  to  the  gay 
young  mouth  and  the  dimpled  but 
determined  chin. 

“Are  you  still  angry  with  me  about 
the  other  night?” 

“Not  at  all.  Should  I  be?” 

“Probably,”  he  granted.  “But  if 
you  aren’t  angry  then  will  you  have 
dinner  with  me  this  evening?” 

“I  never  mix  business  with  my 
social  life.  And  at  the  moment  I 
am  very  busy.” 

“I  called  you  at  home  yesterday 
and  Anne  said  you  had  nothing  to  say 
to  me.” 

“That’s  right,  and  it  still  goes.” 

“Good-bye  then.  I’ll  be  seeing  you,” 
he  promised,  apparently  unimpressed. 
Not  so  Sherry.  Her  silly  heart  was 
pounding  beneath  the  smart  gray 
smock.  Her  hands  trembled  so  that 
she  could  not  hold  her  crayon.  Why 
should  she  react  like  that  to  the  very 
sight  of  him?  He  was  no  better  look^ 
ing  nor  more  attractive  than  any 
number  of  other  men  she  had  dated. 

“It’s  ridiculous,”  she  scolded  her¬ 
self,  but  in  spite  of  her  resolution  to 
forget  it  the  memory  of  his  kiss  on 
New  Year’s  Eve  had  swept  over  her 
with  such  force  that  she  could  act¬ 
ually  feel  the  pressure  of  his  lips  on 
hers.  Yes  and  she  had  returned  it. 
Did  he  remember  that,  too? 

Fortunately  it  was  almost  noon, 
so  she  could  postpone  work  on  her 
sketch  until  after  lunch.  Sherry  ate 
her  fruit  salad  and  drank  her  milk  at 
a  restaurant  patronized  by  women 
executives  with  good  incomes  and 
what  Anne  called  “society  dames” 
seeking  to  regain  their  lost  figures. 
Later  she  telephoned  Mildred  and 
heard  the  thin  little  voice  assure  her 
that  everything  was  all  right  and 
where  did  they  keep  the  ironing 
board? 

Sherry  thought  Mildred  sounded 
more  cheerful.  At  least  she  wasn’t 
sitting  around  crying.  But  even 
Sherry  was  surprised  when  she 
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opened  the  door  of  her  flat  that 
evening. 

Mildred  had  unpacked  her 
bags  and  put  them  away.  Her 
toilet  articles  were  arranged  neatly 
on  the  table  in  the  sun  room.  Her 
clothes  which  were  inexpensive  but 
smart,  were  hanging  in  the  closet.  The 
living  room  had  been  dusted  and  a 
fire  was  ready  to  light.  In  the  dining 
room  a  table  had  been  set  for  two. 
There  were  salad  plates  and  a  wooden 
bowl  of  greens.  A  freshly  baked 
coffee  cake  was  cooling  on  the  bread 
board.  Lamb  chops  sizzled  in  the 
oven. 

Sherry,  who  had  registered  every 
item  with  increasing  relief,  said,  ‘Tt 
smells  wonderful,  Mildred.” 

‘‘Miss  Travis  telephoned  this  after¬ 
noon  that  she  wouldn't  be  home  for 
dinner,”  Mildred  explained. 

“Serves  her  right,”  Sherry  thought, 
amused.  “Mildred  wasn't  boasting 
when  she  said  she  could  cook.” 

The  two  girls  sat  for  a  long  time 
over  their  coffee.  Sherry  suspected 
that  Mildred  was  waiting  to  be  ques¬ 
tioned  but  she  had  no  desire  to  probe 
into  the  girl's  past.  The  fact  that  she 
needed  help  was  obvious.  Sherry  pre¬ 
ferred  to  accept  the  story  which  had 
already  been  given  her  and  let  it  go 
at  that.  Glancing  at  the  pretty  sharp 
little  features,  the  pale  blue  eyes  and 
weak  disillusioned  mouth,  Sherry  de¬ 
cided  that  Mildred  represented  a  type 
which  was  rapidly  becoming  extinct. 
To  try  to  kill  oneself  because  of  the 
desertion  of  a  husband  was  not  only 
cowardly;  it  was  foolish.  It  showed 
what  happened  to  girls  who  permitted 
their  lives  to  be  ruined  by  too  much 
emotion.  And  remembered  her  own 
cool  refusal  to  see  Bill  Maddan  again, 
she  gave  herself  a  mental  pat  on  the 
back.  The  best  way  to  help  Mildred 
regain  her  balance  was  to  treat  her 
kindly  and  respect  her  desire  for 
secrecy. 

Mildred  refused  Sherry's  offer  to 
help  with  the  dishes. 

“That’s  part  of  my  job,”  she  said. 
“You've  done  too  much  for  me  al¬ 
ready.  I'll  be  indebted  to  you  for  the 
rest  of  my  life.” 

“Well,  you’re  going  to  be  a  lot  of 


help  to  us,”  Sherry  reminded  her. 
“It's  such  a  relief  to  come  home  to 
a  good  dinner  and  a  clean  house.  I 
hope  it  won't  be  too  much  work  for 
you.” 

“The  baby  won't  be  here  for  four 
months,”  Mildred  said.  “I  enjoy 
having  something  to  do.  I  gave  up  a 
good  job  to  marry,  but  I'd  always 
rather  do  housework  than  work  in  an 
office.” 

“You  would,”  Sherry  thought  a  bit 
scornfully.  “That’s  probably  the  rea¬ 
son  you're  in  such  a  jam  today.” 

SHE  WENT  into  the  living  room 
and  put  a  match  to  the  fire  but 
did  not  turn  on  the  lights.  It  had 
been  a  strenuous  day  and  it  was  a 
pleasure  to  relax.  She  heard  Mildred 
moving  about  the  kitchen  and  a  little 
later  going  back  to  the  sun  room. 

“I  ought  to  go  to  bed  myself  but 
I'm  too  comfortable,”  Sherry  mused. 
Then  she  heard  the  front  door  open 
and  Anne’s  derisively  gay  voice 
saying  good  night  to  her  escort.  Sher¬ 
ry  waited  for  him  to  answer,  but  in¬ 
stead  there  was  the  click  of  Anne's 
heels  down  the  long  hall  lead  ng  to 
the  bedroom. 

Someone  else  was  coming  into  the 
living  room.  Out  of  the  shadows  in 
the  doorway  a  man's  figure  appeared. 
A  man's  voice  said,  “Hello,  Sherry! 
How  nice  of  you  to  wait  up  for  me.” 

Color  blazed  into  her  cheeks.  All 
her  beautiful  peace  of  mind  had  been 
shattered. 

“What  kind  of  a  game  is  this?”  she 
demanded. 

“No  game  at  all.  For  once  in  my 
life  I'm  really  serious.  Why  won't 
you  talk  to  me,  Sherry?  Are  you 
afraid?” 

“Of  what?” 

“Of  the  potentialities  involved  in 
any  future  contact  with  me,”  Bill 
Maddon  said  calmly. 

The  man  was  impossible,  but  he  was 
not  going  to  be  dismissed  without 
knowing  her  reasons.  When  he  asked, 
“Now  that  I'm  here  how  about  in¬ 
viting  me  to  sit  down?”  she  answered 
ungraciously,  “I  haven't  much  choice 
about  it,  have  I?” 

“Yes.  Because  otherwise  I  shall 
speak  my  piece  standing.  But  I  am 
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determined  to  speak  it.  Can’t  you 
understand  this  isn’t  just  a  silly  flirt¬ 
ation,  Sherry?  Something  happened 
the  other  night  when  we  kissed  each 
other,  and  don’t  try  to  deny  that  you 
did  return  my  kiss.” 

‘‘I  shan’t  deny  it.  I  thought  you 
were  Roger  Fenton.” 

^‘Not  after  that  kiss  you  didn’t.  I 
saw  your  face.  The  mask  you  wore 
over  your  eyes  could  not  conceal  your 
astonishment.” 

“Sit  down,  Bill!  Do  you  mind 
switching  on  that  lamp?” 

“It’s  much  cozier  without  it,”  Bill 
urged,  but  he  obeyed  before  taking 
his  place  across  from  her. 

“Now  will  you  please  continue?” 
Sherry  said,  hardening  her  heart 
against  the  helplessness  she  felt  in  his 
presence. 

“I’ve  heard  about  love  at  first  sight 
but  I  never  expected  to  experience 
it.  You  see  it  was  like  that  with  me 
the  first  time  I  saw  you  in  your 
office.  Your  boss  is  a  friend  of  mine 
so  I  asked  him  about  you.  But  I  didn’t 
know  until  yesterday  that  you  lived 
here  with  Anne.” 

“What  does  that  have  to  do  with 
it?” 

“Nothing,  except  that  I  would  have 
called  on  her  long  ago  if  I  had  known. 
We’ve  been  friends  for  a  good  many 
years.  It  was  a  simple  matter  to  ask 
her  to  have  dinner  with  me  and  ex¬ 
plain  what  I  wanted.” 

“I  can  see  it  was,”  Sherry  said,  but 
she  was  beginning  to  be  amused  in 
spite  of  herself.  “Perhaps  since  she 
is  such  a  good  friend  to  both  of  us  she 
also  explained  my  attitude.” 

“No,  we  didn’t  go  into  that.  She 
did  tell  me  you  went  to  the  beach 
New  Year’s  morning  instead  of  going 
to  bed.  I  wish  I  had  been  there  with 
you,  Sherry.  I  couldn’t  sleep  either.” 

SHERRY  HAD  a  sensation  of  un¬ 
reality  as  she  gazed  into  Bill 
Maddan’s  gray  eyes.  There  was  such 
honesty  in  his  expression  she  had  to 
believe  him,  but  the  scene  in  the  fire¬ 
light  seemed  like  a  dream.  It  was  her¬ 
self  she  did  not  understand  and  could 
not  depend  on  as  she  answered,  “I  am 
frightened.  Bill.  I  may  as  well  be 
frank  and  admit  it.” 


“But  why,  darling?” 

Sherry  sat  straighter  in  the  arm 
chair  as  she  replied,  “I  love  my  work 
just  as  you  do  yours.  I’m  not  just 
marking  time  as  some  girls  do  until 
they  can  find  a  husband.  It  has  taken 
me  three  years  to  get  where  I  am  and 
I’ve  done  it  only  by  concentration  and 
putting  my  job  first.” 

“Are  you  trying  to  make  me  believe 
you  don’t  go  out  with  other  men?  Be¬ 
cause  I  know  better  than  that.  I’ve 
seen  you  with  Roger  Fenton.” 

“Roger  doesn’t  matter.  He  can’t 
upset  me  so  that  I’ll  yvant  to  moon 
over  him  instead  of  work.  I  can’t 
risk  becoming  involved  with  anyone 
who  might  take  me  seriously.” 

“You  think  I  would.” 

“I  think  we  both  would,”  she  an¬ 
swered. 

“Can  you  really  put  me  out  of  your 
mind  by  not  seeing  me.  Sherry?” 

“I  can  try,”  she  said,  recalling  that 
already  she  had  wasted  a  good  many 
valuable  moments  on  his  account. 

“Wouldn’t  it  be  more  sensible  to 
face  the  fact  that  we  are  interested 
in  each  other  rather  than  to  try  to 
evade  it?  After  all,  I’m  busy  too.  I 
don’t  know  if  Anne  told  you  that  my 
father  died  while  I  was  in  the  Navy. 
That  leaves  the  Maddan  Advertising 
Agency  to  me.  I  lost  my  mother  a 
good  many  years  ago,  so  I  live  alone 
in  the  old  home  on  Union  Street.” 

“I’m  sorry,”  she  murmured. 

“I’m  not  begging  for  sympathy, 
Sherry.  I’m  merely  trying  to  explain. 
Won’t  you  even  be  friends  with  me?” 

Friends  with  a  man  who  had  kissed 
her  the  way  he  had? 

“I  know  what  you’re  thinking,”  he 
smiled  as  she  hesitated,  “but  it’s  pos¬ 
sible  for  us  to  start  over  again.  Just 
let  me  see  you.  Take  y9U  dancing, 
to  the  theater,  talk  to  you.  Anne  told 
me  about  the  girl  you  brought  to  live 
with  you.  Maybe  later  on  you’ll  need 
my  help  for  her,  financially  I  mean.” 

“Are  you  trying  to  bribe  me?”  she 
smiled. 

“Yes.  I  will  do  anything,  agree  to 
anything.  Put  it  on  any  basis  you 
please.” 

His  eagerness  was  appealing.  Per¬ 
haps  she  was  being  ridiculous  about 
the  whole  situation.  If  they  saw  each 
other  frequently  in  a  purely  platonic 
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fashion  the  romantic  implications  of 
their  first  meeting  might  fade.  It  was 
silly  to  refuse  to  see  a  desirable  man 
just  because  she  was  attracted  to 
him. 

“IVe  probably  taken  the  whole 
affair  too  seriously/*  she  said. 

Bill  put  out  his  hand. 

“We*re  going  to  be  friends  then?** 

“Friends,**  she  repeated  as  his  hand 
closed  over  hers. 

“Thank  you.  Sherry.  Shall  we 
celebrate  by  having  dinner  together 
tomorrow  night?** 

“Tomorrow  I  have  another  engage¬ 
ment.** 

“Saturday  then?** 

“Saturady,**  she  promised. 

TROUBLE  with  Roger  is 

jI  that  he  has  an  inferiority 
complex,**  Anne  said. 

The  three  girls  were  having  their 
breakfast.  Sherry  and  Anne  were 
dressed  for  the  street.  Mildred  was 
wearing  a  bright  colored  clean  smock. 
She  looked  better  but  still  sad.  Her 
pale  blue  eyes  did  not  lift  from  her 
plate  as  Anne  spoke.  Reticent  about 
her  own  affairs,  she  had  shown  no 
interest  in  theirs  either,  although  the 
conversation  had  included  her.  The 
poor  child  seemed  so  alone. 

Sherry  smiled  at  her  as  she  said,  “1 
read  somewhere  that  short  men 
usually  have  an  inferiority  complex. 
I*m  fond  of  Roger  but  I*ve  never 
given  him  any  reason  to  think  he  can 
monopolize  my  time.  When  he  talks 
to  me  as  he  did  last  night  I  don’t 
care  if  I  never  see  him  again  **  The 
night  before  Roger  had  been  very 
angry  when  she  had  told  him  she 
was  going  out  with  Bill  on  Saturday. 

Anne  laughed  when  a  sudden  flush 
in  Mildred’s  cheeks  proved  she  had 
been  listening  after  all. 

“You  girls  are  certainly  sure  of 
yourselves.  If  you’d  ever  been  in  love 
you  wouldn’t  be  so  independent.  The 
world  is  sure  made  for  men  and  all 
the  rules  are  in  their  favor.” 

“It  doesn’t  have  to  be  that  way  un¬ 
less  you  let  it,”  Anne  said  care¬ 
lessly.  “I  was  married  once  a  good 
many  years  ago  and  I  got  out  when 
things  didn’t  go  my  way.  No  man 


is  going  to  put  anything  over  on  this 
gal.’* 

“Nor  on  me  again,”  Mildred  stated. 
“If  I  live  through  this  I’ll  be  the  one 
to  dictate  the  policy  next  time.” 

“That’s  the  spirit,”  Sherry  ap¬ 
proved,  glancing  at  her  watch.  “Come 
on,  Anne,  or  we’ll  both  be  late.” 

“Mildred  seems  to  have  a  little 
more  courage,”  she  said  as  they 
walked  down  the  hill. 

Notwithstanding  her  concern  over 
Mildred,  her  thoughts  turned  eagerly 
to  the  promised  evening  with  .Bill 
Maddan.  At  her  desk  she  found  her¬ 
self  wondering  where  they  would  go, 
what  she  would  wear.  Fortunately 
she  had  bought  a  new  hat  the  week 
before.  It  was  black  and  daring. 
Beneath  the  dotted  veil  her  hair  shone 
like  bronze.  For  a  girl  whose  main 
interest  was  her  career  she  was  giving 
undue  importance  to  that  Saturday 
night  engagement. 

Bill  MADDAN’S  gray  eyes 
smiled,  down  upon  Anne  Travis 
who  had  opened  the  door  for  him. 

“You  weren’t  expecting  me?”  he 
inquired. 

“Yes.  Sherry  told  me  she  had  a 
date  with  you.  What  puzzles  me  is 
how  you  made  her  change  her  mind.” 

“That,  dear  Anne,  is  my  secret.  Or 
may  I  suggest  that  you  have  never 
given  me  sufficient  credit?” 

“Credit,  my  eye,”  Anne  retorted. 
“You  could  have  had  any  woman  you 
know,  including  me.  The  truth  of  the 
matter  is  not  one  of  us  ever  had  a 
Chinaman’s  chance.” 

“Darling,  I  adore  you,”  Bill  cried, 
but  his  eyes  were  on  the  door  he  ex¬ 
pected  Sherry  to  enter.  His  face  lit 
up  like  a  Christmas  tree,  as  Anne 
told  Mildred  later,  when  he  saw  the 
girl  in  her  clinging  black  dress  and 
high  veiled  hat, 

“They  forgot  I  was  there,”  Anne 
said.  “He  held  her  hand  as  if  they 
had  been  separated  for  weeks.  All  the 
time  I  was  excusing  myself  and 
bowing  out  they  didn’t  even  hear  me.” 

It  was  true.  The  touch  of  his  hand 
on  Sherry’s  was  like  an  electric  cur¬ 
rent.  With  an  effort  she  broke  the 
spell. 

“Hello,  Bill!  How  are  you?” 
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‘^I'm  fine.  And  you?” 

“Never  better,”  Sherry  declared. 
She  did  not  explain  that  the  blood 
in  her  veins  was  sparkling  like  cham¬ 
pagne,  She  felt  dizzy,  intoxicated. 
“Where  are  we  going?”  she  asked, 
but  she  could  not  remember  his  an¬ 
swer.  He  helped  her  into  her  coat  and 
followed  her  to  his  car.  It  was  early 
in  the  evening.  The  lights  on  Tele¬ 
graph  Hill  bloomed  like  golden  flow¬ 
ers.  Far  below,  the  mast  of  a  ship 
rose  gracefully  outlined  above  the 
wine  dark  water.  There  was  a  radi¬ 
ance  like  mother-of-pearls  or  opals 
in  the  atmosphere.  Sherry  had  lived 
on  the  hill  for  over  three  years  but 
she  had  never  seen  anything  like  it.  ^ 
“Isn’t  it  beautiful?”  she  asked  as 
he  took  his  place  behind  the  wheel. 

“It’s  like  being  in  another  world,” 
he  answered. 

For  a  moment  sherry  was 
silent.  This  couldn’t  go  on.  They 
were  behaving  like  a  couple  of  love¬ 
sick  adolescents.  Determined  to  break 
the  enchantment,  she  forced,  herself 
to  speak  about  current  events,  her 
office,  his  work.  Snatching  gaily  at 
one  topic  after  another,  she  tossed 
them  at  him  like  brightly  colored 
balls,  but  he  let  each  one  fall  without 
catching  it.  Finally  he  said,  ‘Tts  no 
use,  Sherry.  I  thought  we  could  be 
friends,  but  it’s  impossible.  I’m  in  love 
with  you.” 

“That’s  ridiculous,  Bill.  You 
scarcely  know  me.” 

“Nevertheless  it’s  true.  I  suppose 
you  won’t  believe  me,  but  I’ve  never 
felt  like  this  before.” 

How  could  she  argue  about  it  when 
every  beat  of  her  pulse  proclaimed 
that  the  attraction  was  mutual?” 

“I’ve  never  felt  like  this  either, 
she  admitted.  “But  that  doesn’t  prove 
it’s  love.  Let’s  not  deceive  outselves. 
I’ve  no  place  for  love  in  my  life  at 
present  and  if  you  insist  in  being  ro¬ 
mantic  about  it  I’ll  have  to  stop 
seeing  you.”  She  spoke  stubbornly, 
trying  to  convince  herself  as  well 
as  him. 

Bill  shook  his  head;  then  he  smiled. 
“To  be  perfectly  frank  about  it,  I’ve 
never  wanted  to  go  off  the  deep  end 
myself.  Okay.  Let’s  skip  k.  We’ll 


forget  what  happened  New  Year’s 
Eve  and  start  all  over  again.” 

Sherry  nodded,  and  to  her  surprise 
he  now  became  the  typical  gallant 
escort,  attentive  but  unemotional. 
They  dined  and  danced  at  one  of  the 
large  hotels.  Bill’s  manner  was  as 
conventional  as  th9ir  setting.  Why 
then  was  she  disappointed?  What 
did  she  expect? 

“Talk  to  me,”  she  said  on  the  way 
home.  “I  want  to  know  what  you’re 
really  like.” 

“You  don’t  care  for  the  person  I’ve 
been  this  evening?” 

“You’re  still  wearing  a  mask.  If 
we’re  going  to  be  friends  we  must 
understand  each  other.  The  things 
we  enjoy  and  are  interested  in.  The 
books  we  like  and  the  kind  of  people 
we  admire.” 

“But  you  told  me  you  were  just  a 
career  girl  out  for  a  good  time.” 

“That  doesn’t  mean  I’m  incapable  of 
anything  else.  “She  suspected  that  he 
was  poking  fun  at  her.  “Maybe  I’m 
wrong,”  she  said  perversely.  “Maybe 
you’re  just  not  interested  in  me  as  a 
person.” 

“I’m  interested  in  you  in  every 
way,”  he  declared.  “I’ll  play  the  ganie 
any  way  you  want  to,  Sherry,  but  in 
the  end  I  shall  win.  In  the  end  you’re 
going  to  admit  it.” 

From  the  beginning  Sherry  had 
feared  and  distrusted  her  feeling 
about  Bill  Maddan.  It  seemed  that 
where  he  was  concerned  she  was  in¬ 
capable  of  deciding  on  a  course  of 
action  and  staying  with  it.  New  Year’s 
morning  she  had  determined  not  even 
to  talk  to  him  over  the  telephone,  yet 
here  she  was  seeing  him  several  times 
a  week.  Irresolution  being  one  of  the 
feminine  weaknesses  she  particularly 
disliked.  Sherry  was  inwardly  cha- 
gined  by  her  own  conduct.  She  sus¬ 
pected  that  Anne  was  amused,  al¬ 
though  the  older  girl  carefully  avoid¬ 
ed  showing  it.  Even  Mildred  was  puz¬ 
zled  by  Sherry’s  insistence  that  Bill 
meant  nothing  to  her  when  the  pros¬ 
pect  of  seeing  him  affected  her  like 
a  drink  of  wine. 

A  couple  of  months  went  by.  The 
two  girls  had  become  accustomed  to 
Mildred’s  presence.  Although  she 
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moved  so  quietly  and  appeared  to  be 
so  colorless,  there  was  no  doubt  that 
she  contributed  to  their  comfort.  Mir¬ 
rors  and  furniture  shone.  The  white 
rug  in  the  living  room  was  spotless, 
and  while  Mildred  herself  ate  little 
the  meals  were  well  cooked  and  daint¬ 
ily  served.  In  the  evenings  the  girls 
encouraged  her  to  sit  by  the  fire  in 
the  living  room,  but  she  seldom  spoke 
and  never  mentioned  the  fact  that 
soon  she  would  have  her  child. 

“She’s  like  a  little  stray  kitten,” 
Sherry  explained  to  Bill.  “Accept¬ 
ing  our  shelter  but  never  really 
making  friends  with  us.  We  don’t 
even  know  her  husband’s  name,  al- 
through  she  calls  herself  Mrs.  Bates.” 

“Does  she  have  any  money  at  all?” 
Bill  asked. 

“Nothing  except  the  small  amount 
we  give  her  each  week.  That’s  not 
enough  to  pay  her  hospital  bil.” 

They  were  on  their  way  home  from 
the  theater.  Bill  parked  the  car  in 
front  of  the  house  as  he  spoke. 

“Do  you  suppose  she  would  let  me 
help  her.  Sherry?” 

“Why  should  you,  Bill?  Anne 
thinks  her  husband  should  be  forced 
to  support  her.” 

“Anne  is  a  man-hater.  If  she  had 
her  way  we’d  all  be  thrown  into  jail. 
I  admire  Mildred  for  refusing  to  in¬ 
sist  upon  his  help  if  he  won’t  live 
with  her.  I  suppose  she’s  still  in  love 
with  him?” 

“I’m  afraid  so.  The  poor  child  looks 
so  sad  it  breaks  my  heart.” 

“She’ll  be  happier  after  her  baby 
is  born.” 

“She  hasn’t  shown  any  interest  in 
it  so  far.  All  she  seems  to  think  about 
is  that  husband  of  hers.  How  can  a 
girl  be  such  a  fool  as  to  love  a  man 
who  had  deserted  her?” 

^^l^/fflLDRED  is  the  clinging  vine 

iTm  type.  She  probably  bored 
him  to  death,”  Bill  opined,  helping 
Sherry  from  the  car.  As  they  climbed 
the  stairs  they  saw  that  the  lights 
were  on  in  the  living  room.  Mildred 
sat  in  a  chair  before  the  fire'with  her 
face  buried  in  her  hands.  Despair 
was  in  every  line  of  her  figure,  but  as 
they  opened  the  door  she  sat  up  and 
resumed  her  sewing. 


Bill  whispered,  “Let  me  talk  to  her 
alone.” 

Sherry  went  to  her  bedroom  while 
Bill  entered  the  living  room. 

“Hello,  Mildred!  Still  working?”  he 
asked,  seating  himself  and  lighting  a 
cigarette. 

“I’m  going  to  bed  right  away,”  she 
said  nervously,  folding  up  .the  small 
garment. 

“Wait  a  moment.  I  want  to  talk 
to  you.  Sherry  and  I  were  wondering 
if  you’ve  made  any  arrangements  yet 
about  your  hospital  bill.” 

Her  pale  eyes  were  frightened. 

“No,  I  haven’t.  Why?” 

Bill’s  voice  was  cheerfully  matter 
of  fact  as  he  said,  “Maybe  you’ll  think 
it’s  none  of  my  business,  but  I’d  like 
to  take  care  of  that  for  you,  if  you 
don’t  object.” 

“Object?”  she  repeated.  Tears 
rolled  down  her  face.  “Why  are  you 
so  good  to  me?”  she  wept. 

“Maybe  I  admire  the  courage  of  a 
girl  who  refuses  to  drag  her  husband 
into  court  .  .  .  .” 

“I’ll  die  first.” 

“Well,  you’re  not  going  to  do  that 
either.  Remember  your  promise  to 
Sherry.  You’ll  feel  differently  about 
a  lot  of  things  when  this  thing  is 
over.” 

Mildred  shook  her  head,  while  the 
ghost  of  a  smile  flitted  across  her 
lips. 

“Thank  you,  Mr.  Maddan.  I  can’t 
tell  you  how  grateful  I  am.” 

“Don’t  try.  Let’s  not  mention  it 
again.  When  you  find  out  how  much 
you’ll  need  you  can  tell  Sherry  and 
I’ll  give  her  a  check  for  it.” 

When  Sherry  came  into  the  living 
room  she  found  Bill  alone.  He 
grinned  at  her. 

“Now  that  I’ve  done  my  good  deed 
for  the  day  how  about  rewarding 
me?” 

“I’ll  put  a  gold  star  on  your  report 
card  at  the  end  of  the  month,”  she 
promised. 

How  little  either  of  them  realized 
the  part  Mildred’s  baby  was  to  play  in 
their  lives! 

ONCE  SHERRY  had  spent  several 
hours  a  week  working  on 
sketches  at  home,  dreaming  up  new 


ESCAPE  FROM  DESIRE 


17 


ideas.  Now,  the  moment  she  left  her 
drawing  she  forgot  it.  Physically  she 
had  never  felt  so  alive,  but  mentally 
she  had  begun  to  force  herself.  Mon¬ 
day  mornings  it  was  an  effort  to  con¬ 
centrate  her  attention,  which  had 
been  absorbed  by  Bill  over  the  week¬ 
end.  In  fact,  the  thing  she  dreaded 
was  coming  to  pass.  Her  work  was  no 
longer  of  first  importance  to  her.  She 
was,  albeit  reluctantly,  proving  the 
statement  that  no  man  can  serve  two 
masters  at  the  same  time. 

In  April  she  was  invited  to  spend 
the  week-end  with  friends  of  Bill  in 
Belvedere.  Sherry  had  never  been  to 
the  lovely  wooded  island  before.  She 
was  delighted  with  the  water  gleam¬ 
ing  through  the  dark  trees,  the  dis¬ 
tant  hills  and  the  house  built  on  three 
levels  with  French  doors  opening 
upon  a  terraced  garden  on  one  side 
and  a  glass-enclosed  patio  in  the  rear. 

the  most  fascinating  place  I 
ever  saw,*’  she  said  to  her  hostess. 

Gladys  McKnight  was  in  her  late 
thirties.  Her  hair  had, been  gray,  she 
confided,  since  she  was  twenty.  Soft¬ 
ly  waved  and  very  short,  it  curled 
about  her  pretty,  happy  face.  She  had 
a  laughing,  merry  mouth,  a  straight 
patrician  nose  and  black-lashed  deep 
blue  eyes.  Gladys  was  a  beloved  wife 
and  looked  it.  Sherry  had  never  met 
a  woman  so  radiantly  sure  of  herself. 
Her  husband,  a  large  dark  man  with  a 
magnetic  personality,  was  evidently 
as  competent  in  his  marriage  as  he 
had  been  in  his  business.  It  was  a  com¬ 
bination  Sherry  had  not  believed  pos¬ 
sible.  Perhaps  she  had  been  influ¬ 
enced  too  much  by  Anne,  who  con¬ 
sidered  all  successful  men  faithless  or 
at  least  indifferent  husbands.  Yet  here 
was  a  couple  whose  devotion  was 
quietly  apparent  in  everything  they 
did. 

Standing  by  the  window  in  the 
tastefully  decorated  room  where  she 
had  been  left  to  unpack,  Sherry  gazed 
down  in  the  patio.  The  stone  fire¬ 
place  was  filled  with  huge  logs. 
George  McKnight  was  carefully 
building  another  fire  of  charcoals 
beneath  the  grill.  Gladys  had  prom¬ 
ised  them  barbecued  steaks  for  dinner. 
The  brick  tiled  floor  was  gay  with 
umbrellas,  chairs  with  striped  awn¬ 


ings  and  glass-topped  tables.  It  looked 
like  a  movie  set,  where  something 
dramatic  was  about  to  happen.  Sherry 
thought. 

As  she  watched,  Gladys  came  out 
with  a  tray  full  of  glasses.  She  put  it 
on  a  table  and,  not  realizing  they  were 
being  observed,  clasped  both  hands 
about  her  husband’s  neck,  lifting  her 
face  to  his.  George’s  big  arms  closed 
about  her  and  Sherry  withdrew  from 
the  window.  She  was  surprised  to  find 
tears  in  her  eyes.  Wouldn’t  it  be  won¬ 
derful  to  have  a  relationship  like 
that?  Wasn’t  it  worth  more  than  any 
career  could  offer? 

a^HEY’RE  delightful,”  Sherry 

M  said. 

She  was  sitting  beside  Bill  in  a  gai¬ 
ly  striped  swing.  The  outside  lights 
had  been  turned  off,  leaving  only  the 
blazing  fire.  As  Sherry  spoke  Bill 
.  reached  for  her  hand. 

‘‘Would  you  like  to  live  in  a  place 
like  this,  Sherry?” 

“Who  wouldn’t?”  she  evaded,  bui 
Bill  rushed  on  as  if  her  answer  had 
been  affirmative.  “I  can  sell  the  house 
in  the  city  and  buy  one  over  here.” 

“So  that’s  why  you  wanted  me  to 
spend  the  week-end  with  your  friends 
in  Belvedere?”  She  tried  to  speak 
lightly  but  the  pressure  of  Bill’s  hand 
on  hers,  the  comfort  and  beauty  they 
were  sharing,  were  paralyzing  caution 
like  a  drug.  “I  must  not  lose  my  head,” 
she  thought,  wanting  to  relax  into  his 
arms  like  any  other  woman  alone  with 
the  man  she  loved.  Why  must  she 
always  be  on  the  defensive? 

“That  was  one  reason,”  he  admitted. 
“The  McKnights  are  old  friends  of 
mine.  I’ve  wanted  you  to  meet  them 
for  some  time.  Then  I  hoped  if  I 
could  get  you  away  from  Anne’s  in¬ 
fluence  you  might  realize  what  a  real 
marriage  could  mean.” 

“Anne  doesn’t  influence  me.  Bill.” 

“Not  consciously  maybe.  But  you’ve 
surrounded  yourself  with  the  delu¬ 
ded  ideas  of  modern  career  marriage. 
Just  because  Anne  was  married  and 
disilluioned.  . 

“That  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
way  I  feel,”  Sherry  insisted. 

“Then  there’s  Mildred,”  Bill  contin¬ 
ued. 
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“Well,  what  about  Mildred?'* 

“She's  another  failure,"  he  com¬ 
mented.  “Just  another  horrible  ex¬ 
ample  of  what  marriage  can  do  to  a 
girl." 

Sherry  had  to  smile  as  she  remem¬ 
bered  those  had  been  Anne's  exact 
words. 

“I  thought  we  had  agreed  to  be 
friends.  Bill.  Just  friends,"  she  said, 
withdrawing  her  hand. 

“I  said  I*d  try  it.  But  it's  no  go.  I'm 
in  love  with  you.  Sherry,  just  as  you 
are  with  me,  only  you’re  afraid  to  ad¬ 
mit  it." 

“I  don’t  want  to  be  in  love  with 
anyone  yet.  I’ve  no  intention  of  mar¬ 
rying  before  I’m  thirty." 

“By  that  time  no  one  may  want 
you,”  he  said  frankly.  “Even  I  won't 
love  you  after  you  become  hard- 
boiled  and  cynical.  As  you  will  if  you 
go  on  like  this  for  four  more  years." 
Suddenly  he  put  his  arms  about  her 
and  drew  her  close  to  him.  “Look,  you 
stubborn,  adorable  little  feminist, 
I've  played  the  game  your  way  for 
months.  I  could  have  broken  down 
your  resistance  long  ao  if  I  had  kissed 
you  as  I  did  on  New  Year's  Eve." 

“Bill,  don’t.  That’s  not  true,"  she 
cried  weakly,  but  at  the  touch  of  his 
lips  joy  tingled  through  every  nerve. 
She  loved  him.  She  wanted  him  and 
at  the  moment  nothing  else  mattered. 

When  he  whispered,  “I  love  you, 
my  darling,"  she  answered,  “I  love 
you,  too.  Oh,  dear,  what  am  I  saying?" 

“For  once  you’re  telling  the  truth," 
he  declared  triumphantly. 

For  a  little  while  they  sat 
enchanted  in  a  world  of  magic. 
Neither  would  ever  forget  that  night 
when  surroundings  and  mood  seemed 
blended  into  a  perfect  union.  The 
sighing  of  the  wind  through  the  trees 
on  the  wooded  slope  beneath  them, 
the  velvety  sheen  of  the  water  in  the 
moonless  darkness,  the  firelight  and, 
more  than  any  of  theses,  the  thrill  of 
being  alone  with  the  person  each 
loved. 

“Don't  argue.  Sweet,"  Bill  pleaded. 
“Let’s  just  be  happy." 

Meekly  Sherry  obeyed.  For  one 
night  she  would  permit  herself  this 


ecstacy,  even  though  in  the  clear 
light  of  the  morrow  she  would  re¬ 
gret  it.  This  was  the  danger  she  had 
feared  from  the  instant  he  had  kissed 
her,  but  how  lovely  it  was  to  be 
adored  and  cherished.  Was  it  her  fault 
that  Bill  mistook  her  silence  for 
agreement?  It  was  a  shock  to  Sherry 
when  he  said,  “In  the  morning  we 
can  decide  when  we’ll  be  married.” 

“Married?"  she  repeated.  Then, 
knowing  herself  incapable  of  refus¬ 
ing  him,  she  said,  “Yes,  darling,  we'll 
discuss  everything  in  the  morning.” 

She  slept  deeply,  dreamlessly,  wak¬ 
ing  to  stretch  and  smile,  remember¬ 
ing  only  that  she  had  been  complete¬ 
ly  happy.  Then  she  frowned.  Hadn't 
it  been  a  false  Paradise  born  of  their 
romantic  surroundings?  Could  she 
give  Bill  the  attention  a  husband  de¬ 
served  and  continue  with  her  draw¬ 
ings?  Marriages  like  the  McKnights’ 
were  not  built  on  a  divided  loyalty. 
If  Bill  would  only  be  patient  and 
wait  a  few  more  years. .  .until  she  had 
developed  a  market  for  her  own  spe¬ 
cial  type  of  advertising.  If  she  could 
keep  his  devotion  but  remain  free. . 

“In  other  words  if  you  can  have 
your  cake  and  eat  it,  too,"  Bill  said 
brutally. 

IT  WAS  after  breakfast  and  Bill 
and  Sherry  were  walking  around 
Belvedere  Island  with  the  McKnights, 
who  had  wandered  ahead.  The  morn¬ 
ing  was  blue  and  green  and  gold.  The 
fragrant  freshness  of  spring  was  in 
the  air,  but  the  harmony  they  had 
achieved  the  evening  before  was  shat¬ 
tered.  Sherry  was  on  the  defensive 
again.  Determined  to  make  herself 
clear,  she  sounded  more  unkind  than 
she  realized  as  she  said,  “It’s  up  to 
me  when  I  want  to  be  married.  That's 
a  question  every  girl  has  a  right  to 
decide  for  herself." 

“But  you  told  me  you  loved  me," 
Bill  reminded  her. 

“And  I  do.  But  that  doesn't  mean 
I'm  ready  to  marry  you.  At  least  not 
right  away."  . 

“Sherry,  darling,  I'm  trying  to  be 
reasonable  about  this.  Is  it  because 
you  want  to  go  on  working?" 
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"‘No,  Bill,  when  and  if  we’re  mar¬ 
ried  I’m  not  f:oing:  to  work.  But  there 
is  plenty  of  time  yet.  Why  can’t  we 
go  on  just  as  we  are?” 

“Because  we’re  in  love.  At  least  I 
thought  we  were  last  night.  It  seems 
now  I  was  mistaken.” 

Sherry  put  her  hand  upon  his  arm. 

“Don’t  be  cross,  darling!  Can’t  you 
be  a  little  patient  with  me?” 

“Four  years  are  too  many.  Even 
one’ year  is  too  long.  Sherry,  why  do 
you  have  to  be  thirty?  Of  all  the  in¬ 
ane  reasons. .  .If  I  didn’t  love  you  so 
.much  I’d  wring  your  pretty  neck.” 

“For  one  thing,  I  promised  Aunt 
Agatha  when  she  advanced  me  the 
money  for  art  course.  ...” 

“Aunt  Agatha  is  an  old  maid,  I  take 
it.” 

“She  has  never  married,”  Sherry  ad¬ 
mitted.  “But  not  because  she  didn’t 
have  chances,  mind  you.  She  had  sev¬ 
eral,  but  none  of  them  ever  came  up 
to  her  standards.” 

“They  wouldn’t,”  Bill  said  bitter¬ 
ly.  “And  that’s  the  way  it  will  be  with 
you  if  you’re  not  careful.  But  there’s 
no  use  discussing  it  any  longer, 
you’re  like  a  different  person  this 
morning.” 

Sherry  sighed.  It  was  a  pity  to  mar 
the  serenity  of  the  sunny  day  by  bick¬ 
ering.  Yet  in  spite  of  Bill’s  words 
she  felt  sure  of  herself  and  him  as 
they  walked  together.  This  was  what 
she  wanted.  Bill  beside  her,  loving 
her  but  willing  to  wait  indefinitely; 
the  pleasure  of  his  companionship; 
affection  without  obligations.  It  was 
fun  to  spend  the  week-end  with  Bill 
and  his  friends,  but  on  Monday  she 
would  be  just  as  eager  to  return  to 
her  job. 

But,  although  they  had 

counted  on  several  more  hours, 
as  they  returned  to  the  house  the 
telephone  was  ringing.  The  call  was 
for  Sherry. 

“I’ve  been  trying  to  get  you  all 
morning,”  Anne  said.  “I’ve  taken  Mil¬ 
dred  to  the  hospital.  She’s  going  to 
have  her  baby.” 

“So  soon?”  Sherry  gasped.  “I 
thought  she  had  another  month  yet.” 


“The  doctor  says  it’s  on  the  way 
and  you’d  better  get  back  here.  After 
all,  this  is  your  problem,  not  mine. 
Besides,  she’s  asking  for  you.” 

“Yes,  of  course.  Right  away,”  Sher¬ 
ry  promised. 

Tossing  her  clothes  into  the  suit¬ 
case,  she  bade  a  hurried  good-bye  to 
the  McKnights  and  they  were  on  their 
way.  Neither  of  them  felt  like  talking 
on  the  drive  to  the  city.  They  were 
crossing  Golden  Gate  Bridge  when 
Bill  remarked,  “Relax,  Sherry!  Babies 
are  born  every  minute.” 

“But  Mildred  isn’t  very  strong. 
She’s  been  so  sad  and  lonely.  It  will 
be  terrible  for  her.” 

“She’ll  probably  be  a  lot  happier 
when  she  has  her  child.” 

“I  hope  so,”  Sherry  said  doubtful¬ 
ly.  “But  so  far  she  seems  to  feel  the 
baby  is  to  blame  for  the  trouble  with 
her  husband.  You’ll  take  me  to  the 
hospital,  won’t  you.  Bill?  Anne  will 
wait  there  until  we  arrive.” 

Bill  parked  the  car  and  followed 
her  to  the  maternity  floor,  where 
Anne  paced  up  and  down  the  corridor. 

“I’m  as  jittery  as  an  expectant 
grandmother,”  she  said. 

“How  is  she?”  Sherry  asked  an¬ 
xiously. 

“Everything  seems  to  be  going  nor¬ 
mally.  They’ve  taken  her  to  the  de¬ 
livery  room.  Bill,  she  won’t  need  us 
now  that  Sherry  is  here.  How  about 
taking  me  home?” 

“Stay  where  you  are,”  Sherry  said 
sternly.  “Bill  can  leave  if  he  wants 
to,  but  you’re  going  to  wait  here  with 
me  until  that  baby  is  born.” 

She  had  not  expected  to  feel  like 
this  over  the  birth  of  Mildred’s  child. 
But  the  mystery  of  life  was  too  great 
to  be  faced  alone.  Behind  those  si¬ 
lent  swinging  doors  the  greatest  dra¬ 
ma  in  a  woman’s  life  was  taking  place. 
And.  because  she  had  dragged  Mil¬ 
dred  from  the  ocean,  preventing  her 
suicide.  Sherry  felt  herself  vitally 
connected  with  Mildred’s  baby.  She 
could  have  wept  with  gratitude  when 
Bill  said,  “We’ll  both  stay.  Sherry! 
Just  as  long  as  you  want  us.”  She 
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did  not  realize  that  her  feminine  fear 
and  unusual  lack  of  poise  made  her 
seem  dearer  than  ever  to  him. 

’M/^ILDRED’S  baby  was  a  girl. 

Seen  through  the  glass  win¬ 
dow  provided  for  adoring  relatives, 
it  looked  like  all  the  other  little 
blanket-wrapped  bundles.  The  three 
spectators,  who  had  waited  in  the 
hospital  for  that  moment,  sighed  with 
relief. 

‘'Such  an  ado  about  nothing,”  Anne 
murmured. 

“Thank  God  it’s  over,”  Sherry  re¬ 
marked.  “You  two  may  go  now.  I’ll 
stay  for  awhile  in  case  Mildred  wants 
to  see  me.” 

“You’d  better  have  something  to 
eat  first,”  Bill  advised,  but  she  re¬ 
fused.  Things  had  been  happening  so 
rapidly  she  v/anted  to  be  alone.  She 
needed  time  to  think.  But  as  she  stood 
beside  Mildred’s  bed  her  own  prob¬ 
lems  were  forgotten. 

Sherry’s  heart  contracted  with  pity 
as  she  gazed  at  Mildred’s  exhausted 
face. 

“Everything’s  fine,  dear,”  Sherry 
said  encouragingly.  “And  you’ve  a 
'lovely  baby.  The  nurse  says  she’s  per¬ 
fect.” 

Mildred  sighed.  “A  girl,  I  hoped  it 
would  be  a  boy.  At  least  a  boy  would 
never  have  to  go  through  this.” 

“You’ll  feel  much  better  after 
you’ve  had  some  sleep.  The  doctor 
told  us  you  got  along  beautifully.” 

“I  wish  I’d  died,”  Mildred  said  dis¬ 
tinctly. 

Sherry  pretended  not  to  hear. 

“Try  to  sleep  now,  honey!  Shall  I 
sit  here  beside  you  for  a  while?” 

“I’m  naming  her  Sherry  Anne,  you 
know.” 

“How  nice !  I’ve  never  had  a  name¬ 
sake  before.  Don’t  you  want  to  see 
her?” 

“Later,”  Mildred  said,  closing  her 
eyes. 

She  fell  asleep,  looking  like  a  child 
herself  with  one  hand  tucked  beneath 
her  cheek.  Sherry  watched  her  an¬ 
xiously.  She  had  hoped  the  birth  of 
her  baby  would  rouse  Mildred  from 
the  morbid  apathy  into  which  she  had 
been  plunged  by  the  desertion  of  her 


husband.  Perhaps  it  was  too  soon  to 
judge,  but  certainly  Mildred’s  atti¬ 
tude  could  not  be  considered  normal. 
Another  girl  whose  child  had  been 
born  after  Mildred’s  was  wheeled  into 
the  room,  accompanied  by  her  hus¬ 
band.  Her  first  request  was  to  see  her 
baby.  Sherry  was  glad  Mildred  was 
not  awake  to  see  the  tears  in  the  man’s 
eyes  as  he  kissed  the  proud,  happy 
young  mother. 

“If  I  knew  who  Mildred’s  husband 
is  I’d  go  to  him  and  insist  that  he 
come  to  see  her,”  Sherry  thought  in¬ 
dignantly. 

She  did  ask  Mildred  later  if  she 
wanted  them  to  notify  anyone. 

“No,”  Mildred  replied.  “There  isn’t 
anyone  who  would  be  interested.” 

r^HAT  SETTLED  it  so  far  as 
ML  Sherry  was  concerned,  as  she  re¬ 
ported  to  Anne  that  evening. 

“There’s  nothing  we  can  do  about 
it,  but  I’m  afraid  she  isn’t  going  to 
love  the  baby.  She  scarcely  looked  at 
her  when  they  brought  her  in.” 

“May  I  remind  you  that  this  is  her 
problem,  not  ours?”  Anne  said,  ap¬ 
plying  enamel  to  her  nails. 

“She’s  naming  her  after  both  of  us.” 

“Very  clever,”  Anne  admitted.  “But 
if  she’s  going  to  continue  to  live  with 
us  she’ll  have  to  keep  it  out  of  my 
way.  I  haven’t  a  motherly  instinct  in 
my  entire  body  and  I  refuse  to  be  dis¬ 
turbed  by  somebody  else’s  brat.” 

“I’m  not  looking  forward  to  that 
part  of  it  myself.  But  we  can’t  send 
Mildi^ed  away  until  she  is  well  enough 
to  go  to  work.” 

Sherry  felt  tired  and  depressed. 
Bill  had  telephoned  that  he  wouldn’t 
be  seeing  her  for  a  few  nights.  “I 
want  you  to  decide  what  you’re  going 
to  do,”  he  said,  “before  I  talk  to  you 
again.” 

He  was  going  to  force  her  either  to 
marry  him  or  to  give  him  up,  which 
was  manifestly  unfair.  Like  many 
modern  girls,  Sherry  had  become 
adept  at  refusing  to  become  serious 
without  losing  a  man’s  attentions.  It 
was  an  art  to  maintain  the  fine  balance 
required.  Always  to  be  assured  of  an 
amusing  week-end  without  becoming 
too  involved.  She  had  known  Bill  was 
going  to  be  difficult  the  first  time  he 
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had  kissed  her.  That  was  the  reason 
she  had  been  afraid  of  him. 

‘Tt's  turning  out  just  as  I  knew  it 
would/'  she  prophesied  gloomily. 
“Now  that  I've  given  up  my  good  old 
stand-bys  like  Roger,  I'll  be  left  with¬ 
out  anyone." 

Yet  even  the  thought  of  Bill  gave 
her  a  thrill  of  tenderness.  He  had 
been  so  adoring  the  night  before.  She 
would  never  forget  it.  Was  a  career 
really  so  important  by  comparison? 
Sternly  she  reminded  herself  that  that 
was  weakness.  She  would  have  to  tell 
Bill  that  if  he  really  loved  her  he 
would  be  willing  to  wair. 

AS  IN  THE  case  of  many  another 
problem  solved  in  the  darkest 
hours  of  the  night,  Sherry's  solution 
did  not  seem  so  practical  in  the  day¬ 
time.  She  worried  over  it  while  sit¬ 
ing  at  her  drawing  board.  Bill's  face, 
strong,  generous,  compelling, 
haunted  her  until  she  could  not  work. 
For  the  first  time  in  months  she  had 
a  sketch  rejected.  Whether  she  mar¬ 
ried  him  or  not,  he  was  already  in¬ 
terfering  with  her  career.  Meantime 
there  were  nightly  visits  to  be  made 
to  the  hospital,  where  Mildred  was 
rapidly  regaining  her  strength  but 
still  showed  no  interest  in  her  baby. 

The  night  before  she  returned  home 
Bill  came  to  the  hospital  to  suggest 
that  she  have  a  practical  nurse  for  a 
few  days.  Sherry  told  him  she  had 
already  decided  this  would  be  neces¬ 
sary. 

“But  there's  no  reason  you  should 
pay  for  it,"  she  said  on  the  way  home. 

“Maybe  I  want  to,"  he  smiled.  “Af¬ 
ter  all,  the  sooner  Mildred  recovers 
the  better  it  will  be  for  us.  Have  you 
decided  when  we  are  going  to  be 
married?" 

Her  voice  was  sharper  ^than  she  in¬ 
tended  it  to  be  as  she  replied,  “I'm  not 
ready  to  marry  you  yet.  Bill,  and  I 
won't  be  hurried." 

They  were  driving  up  Telegraph 
Hill,  and  he  parked  th^^  car  in  the 
circle  below  Coit  Tovtr  before  he 
answered.  They  were  go’i.g  to  have  it 
out,  and  in  a  sudden  panic-stricken 
moment  Sherry  knew  she  was  not  pre¬ 
pared  to  make  any  decision.  She  could 


not  giv^i  him  up;  neither  could  she 
surrender. 

“If  you'll  only  wait,"  she  began, 
but  he  interrupted,  “I  want  you  now. 
Sherry,  not  four  years  from  now 
when  you've  become  self-sufficient. 
Life  moves  so  fast  these  days.  In  four 
years  anything  might  happen.  You  see 
I  love  you." 

“And  I  love  you." 

“Then  let's  be  married." 

“It's  not  so  simple  as  that,  darling. 
I  want  to  achieve  a  name  for  myself." 

“Is  that  really  so  important  to 
you?" 

“Of  course  it  is.  Just  because  I'm 
a  woman  doesn't  mean  I'm  not  am¬ 
bitious.  I've  seen  too  many  girls  try 
to  make  a  success  of  marriage  and  a 
career  and  fail  at  both." 

“Now  you  sound  like  Anne." 

“Well,  there  are  women  >  ho  enjoy 
working  more  than  keeping  house  and 
having  children." 

“What’s  more  wonderful  than  ful¬ 
filling  your  destiny  as  .. 
mother?" 

“Mildred  tried  to  do  that  and  look 
what  happened  to  her.” 

“I  hope  you  aren't  implying  that  I 
would  behave  like  Mildred's  hus¬ 
band.” 

“Certainly  not.  But  it  proves  the 
danger  of  becoming  too  dependent  on 
anyone.  Nothing  else  matters  to  Mil¬ 
dred.  Nothing." 

“I  still  say  that  has  no  bearing  on 
our  case,"  he  said  logically. 

SHfiRRY  DECIDED  to  descend  to 
more  feminine  tactics.  She  loved 
Bill  too  much  to  lose  him  just  because 
they  couldn’t  agree  about  a  wedding 
date. 

“Can't  you  be  patient  a  little  long¬ 
er?"  she  murmured  gently.  “This  is 
so  new  and  different  for  me.  I've 
never  been  in  love  before,  so  please 
dgn't  rush  me.  Let's  just  be  happy, 
and  if  you  convince  me  I'm  wrong 
I'll  be  only  too  glad  to  admit  it." 

“But  I  can’t  go  on  indefinitely  not 
knowing  what  the  score  is.” 

“I  said  I  loved  you.  Isn’t  that 
enough  for  now?" 

“I  suppose  it  will  have  to  be,"  Bill 
answered  gloomily. 

For  the  moment  she  had  won,  but 
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she  suspected  it  would  be  a  temporary 
victory.  Sherry  told  herself  it  was  at 
least  a  respite.  With  Mildred  and  a 
nurse  arriving  the  next  day,  with  ex¬ 
tra  food  to  order  and  the  general 
commotion  a  baby  would  cause,  she 
was  in  no  condition  to  make  a  deci¬ 
sion  which  would  affect  her  entire 
future.  As  it  happened,  she  did  it  any¬ 
way,  but  Sherry  had  no  premonition 
at  that  time  of  the  emotional  change 
Mildred's  baby  was  going  to  cause. 

Whether  it  was  because  she  bore 
Sherry's  name  or  because  she  seemd 
pitifully  alone  without  the  love  of 
either  father  or  mother,  there  was  an 
emotional  bond  between  the  baby  and 
Sherry.  The  fluttering  rose  leaf  hands 
the  button  of  a  nose,  the  eager  little 
mouth  awakened  an  instinct  in  Sherry 
which  she  herself  did  not  understand. 
Sherry  Anne's  routine  was  established 
by  the  time  the  nurse  left.  She  ate 
and  slept  with  remarkable  regularity. 
She  even  cried  in  the  daytime  when 
the  girls  were  at  work.  Anne  reluc¬ 
tantly  admitted  she  was  the  best  be¬ 
haved  infant  she  had  ever  known, 
and  Sherry  begged  for  the  privilege 
of  giving  her  her  six  o'clock  feeding. 
Mildred  prepared  the  formula  with 
painstaking  precision.  She  bathed  the 
baby  and  washed  her  clothes,  but  not 
one  word  of  endearment  did  Mildred 
utter.  She  never  held  it  close  or  mur¬ 
mured  silly  messages  in  its  ears. 

''All  the  affection  she'll  have  will 
have  to  be  supplied  by  us,"  Sherry 
said  to  Anne  on  their  way  to  work. 

"Speak  for  yourself,"  Anne  mocked. 
"I'm  not  being  a  foster  mother  nor 
any  other  kind." 

"Well,  she  does  something  to  me," 
Sherry  admitted.  "I  love  to  hold  her 
and  feel  Jier  snuggling  down  in  my 
arms.  I  saw  Mildred  watching  me 
with  the  strangest  expression  last 
night,  as  if  she  knew  I  loved  the  baby 
more  than  she  does.  And  I  think  she 
was  ashamed." 

But  even  Sherry  did  not  guess  the 
selfish  plan  which  was  taking  form 
in  Mildred's  mind. 

IFE  SEEMED  good  to  Sherry 
that  day.  Her  work  was  going 
more  smoothly.  She  had  been  able  to 
put  Bill  out  of  her  mind  for  the  first 


time  in  weeks.  The  routine  at  home 
was  well  established,  with  Mildred 
caring  for  the  baby  and  cooking  for 
the  girls  when  they  ate  at  home. 
Anne  had  a  new  masculine  interest, 
one  of  the  executives  in  the  depart¬ 
ment  store  where  she  had  charge  of 
the  jewelry.  And  although  she  vowed 
she  had  never  been  able  to  explain 
the  baby  carriage  in  the  hall  and  bot¬ 
tles  of  formula  stored  in  the  icebox, 
the  baby  had  actually  bothered  her 
very  little.  They  had  hired  an  Italian 
woman  to  do  the  heavy  cleaning.  It 
was  Marietta,  plumb  and  voluble,  who 
told  them  later  of  the  telephone  calls 
she  had  overheard.  Mrs.  Bates  had 
been  talking  to  someone  when  Mariet¬ 
ta  came  in.  Mrs.  Bates  was  terribly 
upset  or  maybe  just  excited  and  she 
hung  up  abruptly  when  she  realized 
she  was  no  longer  alone.  It  seemed 
strange  at  the  time,  because  she  had 
never  before  shown  any  emotion 
about  anything,  not  even  the  precious 
baby,  but  no  explanation  was  made 
and  naturally,  concluded  Marietta, 
rolling  her  fine  dark  eyes,  she  did  not 
meddle  in  matters  which  were  none 
of  her  business.  If  she  had  suspected, 
if  she  had  had  the  remotest  idea  that 
Mrs.  Bates  was  planning  to  desert 
her  own  little  child  she  would  have 
tried  to  talk  to  her.  Because  two  days 
later  this  was  what  Mildred  did. 

Sherry  and  Bill  had  dined  together 
and  gone  to  an  early  movie.  They  re¬ 
turned  to  the  flat  to  find  all  the  lights 
on.  The  baby  was  screaming  and 
Anne  was  walking  the  floor  with  her. 

"If  I  ever  get  my  hands  on  that 
girl  I'll  kill  her,"  Anne  said  grimly. 

"Here  I  came  home  all  sweetness 
and  enthusiasm  to  dress  for  a  date 
with  Sam  and  what  do  I  find?  The 
baby  crying  in  her  bed  and  a  note  on 
Mildred's  table." 

Sherry  took  the  baby  from  her  and 
spoke  calmly. 

"The  little  thing  is  hungr3^  All  you 
had  to  do  was  heat  one  of  the  bottles 
in  a  pan  of  hot  water." 

"I  didn't  know  how  to  work  those 
trick  nipples,"  the  efficient  Miss  Tra¬ 
vis  admitted.  "Besides,  after  I  read 
that  note  I  was  too  mad  to  do  any¬ 
thing  but  telephone  Sam  that  I 
couldn't  make  it." 
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‘'Will  you  warm  the  baby’s  bottle, 
Bill?”  Sherry  asked  picking  up  the 
sheets  of  notepaper  Anne  had  indi¬ 
cated.  ‘‘Is  it  as  bad  as  that?”  she 
inquired. 

“Read  it,”  Anne  advised,  lighting  a 
cigarette  with  shaking  fingers. 

With  the  baby’s  round  little  head 
burrowing  into  her  neck.  Sherry 
read : 

“Pear  Sherry: 

I  am  giving  the  baby  to  you 
since  you  love  her  more  than  I  do. 

To  me  she  will  always  be  the 
cause  of  all  my  unhappiness. 
Without  her  my  husband  may 
come  back  to  me.  If  he  doesn*t, 
Tm  going  to  get  a  divorce  and 
start  all  over  again.  Don't  try 
to  find  me,  as  I  shall  be  using  his 
name  from  now  on.  Thanks  for 
everything.  If  it  hadn't  been  for 
you,  Sherry  Anne  would  never 
have  been  born." 

SHERRY  ANNE  was  tucked  into 
bed,  blissfully  unaware  of  her 
mother’s  desertion.  Sherry  returned 
to  the  living  room  to  find  Bill  and 
Anne  staring  at  each  other. 

“Did  you  call  Marietta?”  Sherry 
asked. 

Anne  shook  her  head,  so  Sherry 
herself  went  to  the  telephone. 

“She’ll  come  until  we  can  get  some¬ 
body  else,”  she  reported  trium¬ 
phantly. 

Anne  said,  “You’re  not  going 
through  with  this.  Sherry?  You 
mean  to  take  on  such  a  responsibili¬ 
ty.” 

“For  the  present,  yes.  Mildred  may 
come  to  her  senses  when  she’s 
thought  things  over.” 

“Not  that  one,”  Anne  said  bitterly. 
Bill  said  nothing.  He  smoked  si¬ 
lently  until  Sherry  asked.  “You 
wouldn’t  really  want  to  see  Sherry 
Anne  put  into  a  home  for  found¬ 
lings?” 

“It  would  be  better  for  her  than 
to  remain  with  a  mother  who  doesn’t 
love  her,”  he  replied.  “Then,  of 
course,  there  is  the  possibility  that 
she  would  be  adopted  by  a  couple 
who  want  a  child.” 


“I’ve  thought  of  that,”  Sherry  an¬ 
swered  quietly.  She  did  not  tell  them 
that  the  idea  of  giving  the  baby  to 
strangers  was  like  a  knife  in  her 
heart. 

Bill  rose.  “I’m  going  home,  so  you 
gals  will  have  to  fight  it  out  alone. 
See  you  tomorrow.  Sherry.” 

She  followed  him  into  the  hall  to 
kiss  him  good  night. 

“Don’t  worry  if  you  can  help  it,” 
he  advised. 

“Darling,  I  won’t,”  she  promised, 
pressing  her  cheek  against  his. 

But  although  she  had  hoped  to  go 
to  bed  with  no  further  discussion 
Anne  was  determined  to  have  it  out 
then  and  there. 

“I  have  to  know  what  you’re  going 
to  do.  Sherry.  I  can’t  ask  Sam  into  a 
private  nursery.  It  was  bad  enough 
with  Mildred  here,  but  Marietta  will 
have  baby  clothes  scattered  all  over 
the  place.  I  can’t  stand  it  and  I 
won’t.” 

“I  told  you  before  you’re  free  to 
move  any  time.” 

“But  how  will  you  manage  without 
me?  It  will  cost  you  twice  as  much 
as  you’re  paying.” 

“Maybe  I  can  find  someone  else 
who  won’t  object  to  a  baby.” 

“Honestly,  I  think  you’re  as  crazy 
as  Mildred.  You  don’t  have  to  take 
over  just  because  she  suggested  it.” 

Sherry  smiled. 

“I  know  that.  I  love  Sherry  Anne. 
She’s  always  seemed  partly  mine  and 
I’m  not  going  to  give  her  to  anyone 
else.” 

4;  mLL  RIGHT.  That  settles  it. 

jLwL  This  is  where  we  part.” 

“Where  will  you  go,  Anne?  It  isn’t 
easy  to  find  a  place  to  live.” 

“One  of  the  other  buyers  at  the 
store  has  bought  a  house  in  Marina. 
She  told  me  yesterday  she  was  plan¬ 
ning  to  rent  a  room  and  bath  to  help 
pay  for  it  Later  on,  if  you  change 
your  mind.  I’ll  come  back.” 

“I  shan’t  change  my  mind,”  Sherry 
assured  her.  “What  about  the  furni¬ 
ture?  Half  of  it  is  yours.” 

“Keep  it  for  the  present.  I  would 
just  have  to  store  it.  Damn  Mildred 
anyway.  Why  did  you  go  to  the 
beach  that  morning?” 
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Sherry  did  not  reply.  She  knew 
only  too  well  that  she  had  gone  to 
the  beach  because  of  Bill.  She  had 
made  up  her  mind  not  to  see  him 
again,  yet  five  months  later  he  was 
firmly  entrenched  in  her  heart.  Per¬ 
haps  that  had  been  fate,  just  as  it 
had  been  meant  for  her  to  rescue 
Mildred.  Perhaps.  Sherry  thought 
now,  this  desertion  of  Mildred’s  had 
been  the  final  shove  to  push  her  into 
Bill’s  protecting  arms.  The  more  she 
reflected  on  this  the  more  plausible 
it  seemed.  The  baby  had  become  her 
responsibility  and  Bill  wanted  to 
marry  her.  He  had  been  patient  but 
he  had  warned  her  that  he  had  no  in¬ 
tention  of  waiting  four  years.  Why 
insist  upon  a  career  which  seemed 
less  important  every  day? 

She  had  left  the  door  into  the  sun 
room  open.  Slipping  from  bed,  Sherry 
went  to  the  bassinet  which  held  the 
warm,  sleeping  bundle.  The  moon 
was  full  and  the  tiny  delicate  features 
were  clearly  visible.  Poor  little  tike. 
She  had  had  no  father.  Now  she  had 
no  mother.  But  it  was  within  Sher¬ 
ry’s  power  to  give  her  both  parents 
and  a  normal  home.  Bill  himself  had 
suggested  that  some  couple  might 
want  to  adopt  the  baby. 

Sherry  crept  back  into  bed,  but 
rhe  slept  little  that  night.  She  told 
herself  this  was  the  perfect  solution 
and  smiled  at  herself  because  she  was 
so  ready  to  grasp  at  the  excuse  for 
a  surrender  she  must  have  made  in 
any  case. 

‘T  love  Bill,”  she  thought  dreamily. 
‘T  loved  him  the  moment  he  kissed 
me.  That’s  why  I  was  so  upset.  Be¬ 
cause  I  knew  he  was  going  to  change 
the  course  of  my  whole  life.  He  is 
right.  Wc  should  be  married  now  and 
I’m  going  to  tell  him  so  tomorrow.” 

URING  DINNER  Sherry  won¬ 
dered  how  she  slfould  broach 
the  subject  uppermost  in  her  mind. 
Bill  solved  that  question  by  asking 
one,  when  finally  they  were  seated 
before  the  fire  with  the  brass  coffee 
service  on  a  low  table  between  them. 

“Where’s  Anne?”  Bill  inquired, 
sipping  from  the  cup  she  handed 
him. 


“Gone.  For  good.  She’s  moved  in 
with  a  friend.” 

“Yes,  and  it’s  all  right  with  me. 
Anne’s  cynicism  has  been  getting  on 
my  nerves.” 

Bill  carefully  placed  the  fragile 
cup  on  the  table. 

“You’ve  really  decided  to  keen 
Mildred’s  child?” 

“She’s  always  seemed  partly  mine, 
Bill.  It’s  just  as  Mildred  said  in  her 
note:  if  I  hadn’t  saved  her  life  Sherry 
Anne  would  never  have  been  born. 
It’s  very  clear  to  me  now  that  every¬ 
thing  you’ve  told  me  is  true.  My  ca¬ 
reer  isn’t  as  important  as  I  thought 
it  was.  I’m  ready  to  marry  you.” 

Instead  of  taking  her  in  his  arms 
and  whispering  his  gratitude.  Bill 
asked,  “When  did  you  change  your 
mind?” 

“Last  night,  but  I’ve  been  weaken¬ 
ing  for  some  time.” 

“Last  night,”  he  repeated.  “After 
Mildrcd  had  run  away.” 

“That  may  have  crystallized  my  de¬ 
cision  but  I’d  have  reached  it  soon 
anyway.” 

“I  doubt  that,”  Bill  declared.  “I 
doubt  it  very  much.  You’ve  been  quite 
definite  about  not  wanting  to  get  mar¬ 
ried  until  you  were  thirty.  I’m  afraid 
it’s  the  baby  you’re  thinking  about.” 

What  was  he  saying?  How  could 
he  believe  that? 

“Do  you  honestly  think  I’d  marry 
you  just  to  have  a  home  for  Sherry 
Anne?”  ' 

“You  may  not  recognize  that  as 
your  motive,”  he  admitted,  “but  to 
me  it’s  quite  obvious.” 

“Why,  Bill  .  .  .  Oh,  darling,  don’t 
be  so  stupid.  I’ve  told  you  before  that 
I  loved  you.  Have  you  forgotten  that 
night  in  Belvedere?” 

Bill  frowned. 

“I’ll  never  forget  it,  Sherry.  Nor 
the  way  you  changed  the  next  morn¬ 
ing.  That’s  why  I  can’t  believe  you 
would  marry  me  now  if  it  weren’t  for 
the  baby.” 

“Sherry  Anne  has  nothing  to  do 
with  it.  I  always  expected  to  marry 
you.” 

“There’s  only  one  way  you  can 
prove  that.” 

“How?” 

“By  turning  her  over  to  the  pro- 


ESCAPE  FROM  DESIRE 


25 


per  authorities,  permitting  them  to  up  the  baby  either.  After  he’s  had  a 
find  her  parents  or  place  her  with  day  or  two  to  think  it  over  I’ll  call 
some  couple  who  want  a  baby.”  him.” 

“I  can’t  do  that,  Bill.  I  love  Sherry  But  she  knew  that  Bill  had  in- 
Anne.  Why  can’t  we  adopt  her?”  tended  that  good-bye  to  be  final. 


HIS  JAW  WAS  set  into  stubborn 
lines  she  had  not  seen  before. 
“Because  eventually,  I  hope,  we’d 
have  children  of  our  own,  not  the 
offspring  of  a  man  I  don’t  even 
know.” 

“That’s  selfish.  Bill.  And  I  thought 
you  were  so  generous  when  you  paid 
Mildred’s  hospital  bill  and  arranged 
for  a  nurse.” 

“That  was  purely  a  matter  of 
money.  I  was  sorry  for  her,  but  not 
enough  to  adopt  her  baby  and  bring 
it  up  as  mine.” 

Confused  and  hurt,  Sherry  was 
staring  at  him. 

“I  can’t  understand  it.  You  say 
you  love  me.  You  wanted  to  marry 

me  •  •  . 

Seizing  her  hands,  he  cried,  “And 
so  I  do,  but  not  just  because  you  want 
a  home  for  Mildred’s  child.  If  you 
really  loved  me  you  wouldn’t  have 
waited  until  now  to  make  up  your 
mind.  Or  you’d  be  willing  to  give  up 
the  baby.” 

“I  can’t  do  that.  Bill.  If  you  loved 
me  you  wouldn’t  ask  it.  Sherry  Anne 
is  my  responsibility.  If  you  don’t 
want  to  share  it  with  me  that  is  your 
privilege.” 

“I  was  afraid  you’d  feel  that  way,” 
he  said,  dropping  her  hands.  Rising, 
he  put  on  his  coat  and  took  his  hat 
from  a  chair.  “Good-bye,  Sherry.” 
“Good-bye!”  she  retorted. 

Sherry  was  hurt  but  she  was  also 
angry.  She  had  been  betrayed  into 
confessing  her  desire  for  marriage 
only  to  be  refused.  She  wouldn’t  have 
Bill  feel  that  way.  But  hadn’t  Anne 
always  told  her  all  men,  including 
Bill,  were  selfish?  Sherry  poured 
more  coffee  and  swallowed  it  with¬ 
out  realizing  what  she  was  doing. 
How  could  Bill  doubt  her  like  that? 
Walking  out  now  just  as  her  heart 
had  wakened  to  the  need  for  a  fuller, 
deeper  life. 

“I  won’t  give  him  up,”  Sherry 
cried,  frightened  at  the  bleakness  of 
a  future  without  him.  “I  won’t  give 


HERRY  SAT  BY  the  fire  for  a 
long  time  trying  to  decide  what 
to  do.  The  problem  of  taking  care 
of  Mildred’s  baby  while  continuing 
her  work  was  a  serious  one.  Bill  had 
been  unfair  to  accuse  her  of  wanting 
to  marry  him  for  Sherry  Anne’s  sake. 
Nevertheless  their  marriage  would 
have  solved  everything.  It  would  take 
every  penny  Sherry  could  scrape  to¬ 
gether  to  maintain  the  flat  and  hire 
competent  help.  Marietta  was  only 
temporary.  The  Italian  woman’s  ideas 
of  child  care  were  too  old-fashioned 
for  a  modern  baby.  Some  other  ar¬ 
rangement  would  have  to  be  made 
soon,  but  what?  It  was  too  late  to  put 
an  ad  in  the  Sunday  paper  but  she 
could  do  it  Monday.  Meanwhile  there 
was  always  the  possibility  that  Bill 
would  change  his  mind. 

Before  she  went  to  bed  Sherry  gave 
the  baby  her  final  bottle,  and  the  ab¬ 
solute  helplessness  of  the  little  body 
in  her  arms  confronted  her.  What¬ 
ever  else  happened.  Sherry  Anne  was 
hers.  The  more  she  sacrificed  for  her 
the  more  she  loved  her.  As  she  sat  in 
the  rocker  in  her  bedroom  she  caught 
a  glinipse  of  the  fur  jacket  she  had 
bought  the  week  before.  It  wasn’t 
paid  for  yet  but  had  been  charged  to 
her  account. 

“I’ll  have  to  return  it,”  Sherry 
thought  with  a  pang  of  regret.  It  was 
such  a  lovely  jacket,  but  with  Bill 
out  of  her  life  she  didn’t  really  need 
it.  She  wouldn’t  be  going  out  much. 
She  hadn’t  heard  from  Roger  since 
their  quarrel  months  before,  and  her 
other  men  friends  had  gradually 
stopped  calling  after  discovering  that 
she  was  no  longer  available. 

“Bill  has  really  left  me  in  a  spot,” 
she  sighed.  But  dates  and  being  pop¬ 
ular  did  not  seem  so  important  any 
longer.  Maybe  she  was  growing  up, 
or  was  it  because  she  didn’t  want  to 
go  places  with  anyone  but  Bill? 

The  baby  had  finished  her  bottle 
now  and  lay  like  a  stuffed  cherub 
staring  glassily  at  the  ceiling.  Sud- 
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denly  she  gave  a  heavenly  smile.  Sher¬ 
ry  knew  it  was  indigestion,  but  Ma¬ 
rietta  always  insisted  that  she  was 
smiling  at  the  angels. 

‘‘A  bit  of  heaven  clings  to  them  for 
a  while,'*  Marietta  had  said. 

SHERRY  LIFTED  the  baby  ten- 
derly  to  press  the  downy  head  a- 
gainst  her  cheek. 

‘"Whatever  happens  I'll  never  give 
you  up,"  she  promised. 

She  was  to  repeat  that  decision 
more  than  once  in  the  days  that  fol¬ 
lowed.  On  Sunday  Marietta  did  not 
come,  so  the  full  care  of  the  baby  and 
flat  fell  upon  Sherry,  and  although 
she  worked  with  speed  and  efficiency 
it  was  late  afternoon  before  she  had 
time  to  sit  down.  All  day  she  had 
hoped  Bill  would  call  for  her,  but  the 
telephone  did  not  ring.  At  four  she 
put  Sherry  Anne  in  her  carriage  by 
the  window  to  get  the  sun.  She  had 
no  sooner  done  this  than  the  door  bell 
rang.  Thank  goodness,  maybe  it  was 
Bill.  She  had  not  realized  until  that 
moment  how  desperately  she  had  been 
hoping  he  would  call.  Giving  her  hair 
a  pat.  Sherry  ran  to  the  door.  She  was 
wearing  an  old  sweater  and  skirt,  but 
she  would  be  so  glad  to  see  him  she 
didn’t  care. 

Swinging  the  door  wide  to  wel¬ 
come  him,  Sherry  saw  a  short,  round 
little  woman  with  a  face  like  an  apple 
withering  on  its  stem.  There  was  a 
blue  bird  in  her  hat  which  stared  at 
Sherry  accusingly.  Gloves,  shoes  and 
bag  were  stamped  with  respectability. 
Her  heavy  coat  was  that  of  a  gentle¬ 
woman  who  knew  values  and  shopped 
until  she  found  them. 

"Well,  Sherry!”  she  said  in  a 
gentle,  ladylike  voice.  "I  guess  you 
didn't  expect  to  see  me  here.” 

"Aunt  Agatha!  Why  didn't  you  tell 
me  you  were  coming?" 

"We  don't  seem  to  be  confiding 
much  in  each  other  these  days,”  her 
aunt  reminded  her. 

"I've  been  so  busy,"  Sherry  ad¬ 
mitted.  "Since  the  baby  came  .  .  .  Oh, 

I  forgot  you  don't  even  know  about 
her." 

She  had  deliberately  not  explained 
Mildred  to  her  only  relative,  suspect¬ 
ing  Aunt  Agatha  would  not  approve. 


How  much  more  difficult  to  explain 
Mildred's  baby! 

"I  knew  about  her  but  not  through 
you,”  Aunt  Agatha  said  disapprov¬ 
ing.  "Anne  Travis  wrote  her  par¬ 
ents  in  Connecticut  that  some  young 
woman  you  had  taken  in  had  become 
a  mother.  It  was  they  who  notified 
me. 

She  followed  Sherry  Into  the  living 
room,  glancing  at  the  evidence  in  the 
without  enthusiasm. 

"Isn't  she  adorable?"  babbled  Sher¬ 
ry,  praying  for  the  right  words.  "I 
know  I  should  have  told  you  sooner, 
but  I  was  afraid  you  might  not  under¬ 
stand.  You  see  the  baby's  mother  was 
going  to  drown  herself  because  her 
husband  had  deserted  her.  I  rescued 
her,  so  then  it  sort  of  seemed  up  to 
me  to  let  her  stay  here." 

Aunt  Agatha's  bright  eyes  swung 
from  the  baby  back  to  her  niece. 

"And  where  is  she  now?"  she  in¬ 
quired. 

"Well,  that's  another  story.  What  1 
mean  is,  she's  run  away.  6h,  Aunt 
Agatha,  don't  look  like  that!  Sit 
down,  please,  and  let  me  explain  it  to 
you." 

IT'S  A  GOOD  thing  I  came  pre¬ 
pared  to  stay  for  a  while,"  Aunt 
Agatha  said  when  Sherry  had  told 
her  the  whole  story.  "If  ever  a  girl 
needed  her  family  ...  I  still  can’t 
understand  how  you  could  get  in¬ 
volved  in  such  a  thing.” 

"I  told  you.  Auntie,  after  I'd  saved 
Mildred's  life  I  felt  responsible  for 
her.” 

"But  why  should  you  get  mixed  up 
with  the  kind  of  a  girl  who  tries  to 
commit  suicide.  She  proved  she  wasn't 
any  good  when  she  ran  off  and  left 
her  baby.” 

"She  blanied  the  baby  for  the 
trouble  with  her  husband.  She  could 
not  think  about  anything  else.” 

"Well,  we'll  just  have  to  find  her. 
Have  you  reported  it  to  the  police?” 

"No,  and  don’t  you  try  it  either. 
We've  no  idea  where  she  is  or  what 
name  she's  using.  Besides,  I  want  the 
baby.  I'll  never  forgive  you  if  you  do 
anything  to  make  me  lose  her.'*^ 
"Those  are  harsh  words  to  use  to 
your  only  living  relative." 
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*'1  know  it  and  I^m  sorry.  Just  the 
same  I  mean  them.” 

The  birdlike  eyes  scrutinized  Sher¬ 
ry’s  face  for  an  instant;  then  Aunt 
Agatha  said  mildly,  “You’ve  no  ob¬ 
jection  to  my  visiting  you  for  a  while  ? 
You’re  not  too  proud  to  accept  my 
help?” 

Sherry  flung  her  arms  about  the 
round  little  figure. 

“Darling,  of  course  not.  If  you’re 
here  I  can  get  Marietta  to  help  with 
the  work.  But  I  can’t  trust  her  with 
the  baby’s  formula.” 

“Then  I’ll  stay  for  a  while,  until  we 
decide  what  to  do.  At  least  my  pre¬ 
sence  here  will  prevent  people  from 
talking.  A  young  girl  has  no  busi¬ 
ness  living  alone,  much  less  with  a 
baby.” 

Sherry  doubted  if  anyone  on  Tele¬ 
graph  Hill  was  interested  enough  to 
criticize,  but  she  was  too  grateful  to 
say  so.  Anything  weirder  than  her 
prim  little  aunt  with  a  baby  could  not 
be  imagined.  But  her  coming  had 
solved  the  immediate  problem  about 
the  care  of  Sherry  Anne.  Disapprove 
ing  Aunt  Agatha  might  be,  but  she 
would  prepare  the  formula  and  fol¬ 
low  routine  with  unvarying  exactness. 
Thereby  leaving  Sherry  free  to  con¬ 
centrate  on  her  other  difficulty, 
namely  Bill  Maddan. 

ON  MONDAY  morning  Sherry 
left  for  the  office  with  a  large 
cardboard  box  under  her  arm.  When 
Aunt  Agatha  asked  what  was  in  it, 
she  replied  airily,  “Just  a  jacket  I 
have  to  return.”  She  did  not  explain 
that  the  jacket  was  made  of  nutria 
or  that  she  had  been  saving  for  it  for 
months.  That  being  part  of  the  price 
she  must  pay  for  the  privilege  of 
keeping  Mildred’s  baby;  she  re¬ 
nounced  it  cheerfully. 

She  was  not  so  resigned  about  giv¬ 
ing  up  Bill.  She  still  could  not  believe 
he  would  persist  in  an  attitude  which 
seemed  to  her  completely  selfish.  It 
wasn’t  like  him,  or  was  it?  Had  she 
been  mistaken  in  considering  him  the 
most  generous  man  she  had  ever 
known? 

Nervous  and  depressed  over  the 
abrupt  change  in  her  affairs,  Sherry 


was  unable  to  concentrate  on  her 
work.  Aunt  Agatha  telephoned  se¬ 
veral  times  with  questions  concern¬ 
ing  the  baby.  Marietta  would  con¬ 
tinue  to  do  the  cleaning  but  the  maid¬ 
en  lady  had  gallantly  assumed  com¬ 
plete  charge  of  Sherry  Anne. 

“She  won’t  be  satisfied  to  stay  here 
very  long,”  Sherry  told  herself,  “But 
it  will  give  me  a  chance  to  catch  my 
breath  and  in  the  meantime  some¬ 
thing  else  may  happen.” 

What  she  meant  was  that  perhaps 
she  would  become  reconciled  with 
Bill,  but  although  she  glanced  up 
hopefully  everytime  anyone  entered 
the  office  he  did  not  appear.  Neither 
did  he  telephone  her.  It  was  as  if  a 
chasm  had  opened  between  them,  sep¬ 
arating  them  forever.  Sherry  was 
heartbroken  and  even  the  baby  could 
not  comfort  her. 

She  endured  it  for  three  days. 
Three  days  of  work  which  had  be¬ 
come  a  burden.  Three  evenings  lis¬ 
tening  to  the  detailed  adventures  of 
Aunt  Agatha’s  day.  Then  she  tele¬ 
phoned  him;  from  a  drug  store  booth, 
since  there  was  no  privacy  at  home. 
When  she  heard  his  voice  Sherry 
wanted  to  cry,  because  already  in 
that  brief  period  it  had  grown  unfa¬ 
miliar. 

^^WMELLO’  BILL!”  she  said. 

JtH  She  could  sense  his  surprise 
as  if  he  had  not  expected  this  to  hap¬ 
pen. 

“Sherry !”  he  cried,  then  more 
guardedly,  “How  are  you?” 

“Miserable.  I  miss  you.” 

“I’ve  missed  you,  too,”  he  admitted. 

“Darling,  will  you  come  to  the  flat 
this  evening?” 

“Why?” 

“Aunt  Agatha  has  arrived,”  Sherry 
said  lightly.  “I  want  her  to  meet  you.” 

“I’m  afraid  she  wouldn’t  care  for 
me  at  the  moment.  I’m  not  in  a  very 
social  mood.” 

Sherry  abandoned  pretense. 

“Look,  Bill,  let’s  not  quarrel.  Just 
because  you  don’t  want  to  marry  me 
is  no  excuse  for  not  seeing  me.” 

“I  do  want  to  marry  you.  Not  to 
give  a  home  to  Mildred’s  child  but 
because  I  love  you.” 

“Darling,  that’s  all  I  wanted  to 


28 


2  DARING  LOVE  NOVELS 


know,  because  if  you  really  love  me 
we  can  come  to  some  kind  of  agree¬ 
ment  about  Sherry  Anne.” 

“Not  if  you're  determined  to  keep 
her.” 

Sherry  cried,  “I  can’t  give  her  up. 
You’ll  feel  the  same  way  when  she's 
old  enough  to  know  you.” 

“Sorry,  Sherry!  It’s  no  go.  The 
sooner  we  face  facts  the  better  it  will 
be  for  both  of  us.” 

“Oh,  Bill,  I  can’t  give  you  up 
either.” 

“You  can’t  have  everything,”  he 
reminded  her.  “If  it’s  a  father  for 
Sherry  Anne  you  want,  you  proba¬ 
bly  won’t  have  any  trouble  finding 
one.  All  men  won’t  feel  about  it  as 
I  do.” 

“Thank  goodness  for  that,”  Sherry 
flared,  losing  her  temper.  “Although 
as  it  happens,  I  don’t  want  anyone 
else.” 

“You  don’t  want  me  either,”  he 
said  bitterly.  “Why  not  let  it  go  at 
that?” 

If  she  had  not  been  in  a  public 
telephone  booth.  Sherry  would  have 
wept  with  rage  and  disappointment. 
Bill  was  undoubtedly  the  most  stub¬ 
born,  selfish  individual  she  had  ever 
known. 

“How  can  I  love  a  man  who  treats 
me  like  this?”  she  asked,  and  winced 
as  she  remembered  she  had  once  said 
that  about  Mildred. 

She  was  literally  seething  with  in¬ 
dignation  which  carried  her  through 
the  evening  routine  of  feeding  the 
baby,  dining  with  Aunt  Agatha,  wip¬ 
ing  the  dishes  and  chatting  before 
the  fire. 

“I  called  Ann  today,”  Aunt  Aga¬ 
tha  said  over  her  knitting.  She  was 
making  a  shell  pink  sweater  for  Sher¬ 
ry  Anne.  “I’m  sure  her  mother  will 
want  me  to  see  her  while  I’m  here. 
You  know  we  were  under  the  impres¬ 
sion  that  you  were  bosom  friends.” 

“We  were,”  Sherry  admitted. 
“We’re  still  friends  so  far  as  I’m  con¬ 
cerned.  Ann  insisted  upon  moving. 
Naturally  I  didn’t  try  to  stop  her.” 

“Well,  I’ve  invited  her  to  have  din¬ 
ner  with  us  tomorrow  night,”  the  old¬ 
er  woman  stated. 

“Fine,”  Sherry  said  carelessly,  but 
she  was  thinking,  “What  a  shock 


Aunt  Agatha  is  going  to  have.  She 
hasn’t  seen  Anne  since  she  was  a 
little  girl  with  pigtails.” 

ANNE’S  VISIT  with  Sherry’s 
Aunt  Agatha  turned  out  sur¬ 
prisingly  well.  Utterly  unconscious 
that  the  daughter  of  her  old  friend 
was  putting  on  an  act.  Miss  Hamilton 
accepted*  Anne’s  decorous  behavior 
at  face  value. 

“She’s  a  smart  girl,”  the  maiden 
lady  commented  when  Anne  had  de¬ 
parted.  “I’m  sorry  she  couldn’t  have 
gone  on  living  with  you.  Sherry,  but 
as  she  said,  she  will  be  back  as  soon 
as  the  baby  is  disposed  of.” 

Sherry  said  nothing  to  disturb  the 
armed  truce  between  them.  If  her 
aunt  refused  to  accept  the  fact  that 
Sherry  Anne  belonged  to  her,  there 
v/as  nothing  that  could  be  done  about 
it.  For  the  present,  Agatha  Hamilton 
was  doing  what  she  considered  her 
duty  and  Sherry  appreciated  it.  Se¬ 
cretly  she  hoped  the  constant  care 
of  the  child  would  break  down  her 
aunt’s  resistance. 

Meanwhile  Aunt  Agatha,  who  was 
as  sensible  as  she  was  conventional, 
urged  Sherry  to  go  out  more.  It 
wasn’t  normal,  she  argued,  for  a  young 
girl  to  work  all  day  and  never  have 
any  diversion. 

“You’ll  work  better  if  you  have 
some  fun,”  she  said  kindly.  “While 
I’m  here  to  stay  with  the  baby  you 
should  be  taking  advantage  of  it.” 

Sherry  was  unwilling  to  admit 
that  she  hadn’t  been  invited  to  do 
anything  since  her  aunt’s  arrival.  Her 
excuse  was  that  she  was  too  tired. 

“That’s  just  what  I  mean,”  Aunt 
Agatha  said.  “You  wouldn’t  be  so 
tired  if  you  had  something  else  to 
think  about.” 

Anne  solved  that  problem  by  tele¬ 
phoning  an  invitation  to  Sunday 
breakfast  at  Sam’s  penthouse  on 
Green  Street.  Sam  Grablc  was  one  of 
the  highest  paid  executives  in  the 
city.  Although  he  worked  for  a  de¬ 
partment  store,  he  fancied  himself  to 
be  a  patron  of  the  arts  and  his  Sun¬ 
day  breakfasts  honoring  various  act- 
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ors  or  musicians  who  happened  to  be 
playing  at  local  hotels  or  theaters 
were  famous. 

“You’ll  enjoy  it,”  Anne  urged. 
“You’re  sure  to  meet  someone  inter¬ 
esting.  Do  come.” 

HERRY  SAID  she  would  She  did 
not  look  forward  to  it  with  any 
eager  anticipation,  but  as  Aunt  Aga¬ 
tha  had  said,  it  would  give  her  some¬ 
thing  to  think  about.  What  to  wear, 
for  instance.  For  the  first  time  she 
wished  for  the  fur  jacket  she  had  re¬ 
turned.  Not  that  she  really  needed  it. 
She  had  plenty  of  pretty  clothes.  A 
black  suit  with  a  frilly  white  blouse 
and  a  fresh  gardenia  would  be  both 
suitable  and  becoming. 

“You  look  very  nice,”  Aunt  Aga¬ 
tha  approved  as  Sherry  adjusted  her 
veiled  hat. 

“Thank  you,  Auntie.  Now  you  have 
the  telephone  number  in  case  you 
need  me.” 

“I’ll  get  along,  my  dear!  The  baby 
will  sleep  until  after  one;  then  this 
afternoon  I’ll  take  her  out  in  the 
carriage.” 

“Maybe  I’ll  be  back  in  time  to  go 
with  you,”  Sherry  promised  with  a 
critical  glance  at  her  reflection,  which 
was  as  fresh  and  sweet  and  young  as 
if  she  hadn’t  a  care  in  the  world. 

“Well  don’t  hurry.  Stay  as  long  as 
you’re  enjoying  yourself.” 

That  might  not  be  long,  Sherry 
thought,  ascending-  the  elevator  to 
the  top  of  one  of  the  city’s  highest 
buildings.  She  had  not  cared  for  Sam 
Grable  and  could  not  imagine  being 
interested  in  any  of  his  friends,  but 
in  this  she  was  wrong.  The  guests 
assembled  in  the  huge  glass-walled 
living  room  were  as  cleverly  chosen 
as  the  modernistic  furniture.  Anne 
introduced  her  to  a  famous  couple 
starring  in  a  local  theater;  there  was 
the  author  of  a  popular  radio  serial 
looking  like  one  of  his  own  charac¬ 
ters  in  riding  clothes;  several  news¬ 
paper  columnists  and  the  noted  band 
leader  Marvin  Edwards. 

“He  has  the  best  band  in  town,” 
Anne  said. 

Sherry  smiled  at  the  debonair  young 
man  with  black-lashed  blue  eyes  and 
curly  dark  hair. 


“It  is  a  good  band.  I’ve  danced  to 
it.” 

“You’re  flattering  me,”  he  replied. 
“But  please  don’t  stop.  I  love  it.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  I  remember  seeing 
you.” 

“Sounds  like  the  beginning  of  a 
beautiful  friendship,”  mocked  Anne, 
drifting  on. 

“You  don’t  believe  me,  do  you?” 
Marvin  inquired  with  his  boyish 
smile.  “Let’s  sit  down  and  I’ll  prove 
it  to  you.  It  was  two  weeks  ago  and 
you  were  wearing  a  white  taffeta 
dress  with  a  bunch  of  red  carnations 
on  one  shoulder.” 

Sherry  glanced  in  surprise. 

“I  didn’t  know  men  ever  noticed 
details  like  that.  Imagine  your  re¬ 
membering  them !” 

“Does  one  forget  a  beautiful 
painting  or  the  theme  of  a  haunting 
melody?  You  aren’t  the  kind  of  girl 
any  man  forgets.” 

“That’s  where  you’re  wrong,”  she 
corrected  him  with  a  pang  at  her 
heart.  “I’m  erased  very  easily.” 

“Why  do  you  say  that,  Sherry?” 

Realizing  that  they  were  progres¬ 
sing  too  rapidly,  Sherry  smiled. 

“Merely  conversation.  Now  if  you’ll 
excuse  me  I  must  go  speak  to  Sam.” 

“I  shall  be  waiting  for  you,”  he  said. 
Sherry  was  startled  by  the  lazy  inti¬ 
macy  of  his  tone  but  she  was  also 
intrigued.  It  seemed  like  a  long  time 
since  anyone  had  been  interested 
enough  in  her  to  flatter  her. 

Breakfasts  at  Sam’s  were  as 
unconventional  as  they  were 
stimulating.  There  were  more  men 
than  women  and  the  feminine  guests, 
as  Sam  explained  to  Sherry,  were 
chosen  for  their  beauty  rather  than 
their  brains. 

“Nothing  bores  a  clever  man  more 
than  a  homely  woman,”  he  said. 

“I  don’t  know  whether  to  be 
pleased  or  insulted,”  she  retorted. 

“You  and  Anne  never  let  your  de¬ 
sire  to  show  off  interfere  with  your 
charm,”  he  assured  her.  “The  truly 
smart  girl  saves  her  wisecracks  for 
her  women  friends.” 

Watching  Anne’s  smiling  role  of 
listener  to  the  author  of  the  radio 
show.  Sherry  scarcely  recognized  the 
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cynical  man  hater.  Perhaps,  Sherry 
thought,  gazing  at  the  assembled 
faces,  everyone  wore  a  mask  to  con¬ 
ceal  what  he  really  was.  She  won¬ 
dered  what  it  would  be  like  if  every¬ 
one  in  the  room  should  suddenly 
blurt  out  what  he  was  thinking.  The 
idea  amused  her,  and  from  across  the 
table  Marvin  Edwards  smiled  as  if 
he  understood.  After  breakfast  he  fol¬ 
lowed  her  to  the  sunny  terrace  filled 
with  potted  trees  and  all  kinds  of 
flowers. 

‘'Are  you  annoyed  with  me?”  he 
asked  in  a  low  voice. 

“Annoyed?  Why  should  I  be?” 

“For  calling  you  Sherry.  I  like 
that  name  and  it  suits  you.” 

“I’m  not  such  a  stickler  for  the  con¬ 
ventions  as  that.  You  may  call  me 
Sherry  if  you  care  to.” 

“Thank  you!  Will  you  call  me  Mar¬ 
vin?” 

“I’f  you  like,”  she  agreed,  thinking 
that  he  had  none  of  the  conceit  she 
often  associated  with  band  leaders. 

UP  here,  isn’t  it?”  Mar- 
vin  continued.  “Although  per¬ 
sonally  I’d  prefer  a  house  on  the 
ground  with  flowers  growing  out  of 
the  earth.  I’m  going  to  have  a  place 
like  that  sometime.  Some  spot  where 
I  can  take  root.  I’m  tired  of  travel¬ 
ing.” 

“You  haven’t  traveled  much  lately,” 
she  reminded  him.  “Haven’t  you  been 
here  for  some  time?” 

“Since  Thanksgiving.  That  is  long 
time  to  stay  in  one  place,  but  we’ve 
just  happened  to  get  all  the  breaks.” 

“I  imagine  you  deserved  them,” 
Sherry  said  warmly. 

There  was  something  appealing 
about  him  as  he  stood  beside  her,  his 
dark  hair  ruffled  by  the  wind.  He 
must  have  been  several  years  older 
than  she  was  but  he  didn’t  look  it. 

“What  were  you  thinking  when  I 
smiled  at  you  across  the  table?”  he 
asked. 

“Oh,  I  just  had  a  silly  idea  about 
how  startling  it  would  be  if  every¬ 
one  would  suddenly  say  what  was  in 
his  mind.” 

“I’ve  often  been  accused  of  being 
too  outspoken  as  it  is.” 

“Frankness  is  one  of  the  qualities 


I  admire  most.”  she  said,  thinking  of 
Bill.  ^ 

“I  should  like  to  know  v/hat  was  in 
your  mind  as  you  said  that.  You 
looked  so  sad  and  wistful.  Someone 
has  hurt  you.  Sherry!” 

Her  heart  was  so  heavy  and  his  un¬ 
derstanding  so  intuitive  that  tears 
blurred  her  eyes. 

“It’s  very  foolish  of  me  to  show  it. 
I’ll  get  over  it. . 

“Of  course  you  will.  I  wish  you’d 
let  me  help  you.” 

“How  could  you?” 

“By  seeing  you.  We  could  have  a 
lot  of  fun  together.” 

“Yes,  I  think  we  could.” 

He  held  out  his  hand.  “Is  it  a  deal 
then?” 

“It’s  a  deal,”  she  said. 

WHEN  THE  time  arrived  Sher¬ 
ry  wished  she  had  not  prom¬ 
ised  to  dine  with  Marvin  Edwards. 
She  was  tired.  Monday  was  always  a 
difficult  day  at  the  office.  Her  work 
was  still  disrupted  by  the  break  with 
Bill.  She  felt  sometimes  as  if  she  were 
drawing  under  an  anesthetic.  She 
couldn’t  think  clearly.  If  it  didn’t  im¬ 
prove  she  would  lose  her  job.  Work 
settled  like  a  dark  cloud  in  her  dis¬ 
tressed  mind,  casting  an  ominous 
shadow  over  everything  she  did.  She 
felt  too  old  and  disillusioned  to  go 
dancing  with  the  band  leader. 

“It  isnt  worth  the  effort,”  she  ex¬ 
plained  to  Aunt  Agatha,  tucking  the 
baby  into  bed. 

“That  proves  how  much  you  need 
it,”  Aunt  Agatha  said  briskly, 
“You’re  too  young  to  sit  by  the  fire 
every  evening.  I’ll  make  you  a  nice, 
hot  cup  of  tea  before  you  take  your 
bath.” 

Aunt  Agatha  was  so  kind,  Sherry 
reflected.  It  was  wonderful  to  have 
her  there,  although  Sherry  was  afraid 
she  would  not  approve  of  Marvin.  The 
maiden  lady’s  standards  were  extreme¬ 
ly  high,  and  “jazz,”  as  she  called  it, 
was  one  of  her  pet  aversions.  Sherry 
hurried  with  her  dressing,  but  Mar¬ 
vin  was  early,  so  Aunt  Agatha  was 
forced  to  entertain  him.  Sherry  was 
surprised  to  find  them  chatting  like 


ESCAPE  FROM  DESIRE 


31 


old  friends  when  she  entered  the  liv¬ 
ing  room. 

‘‘What  in  the  world  were  you  talk¬ 
ing  about?”  she  asked  as  they  walked 
to  his  car. 

Marvin  laughed  boyishly. 

“She  was  telling  me  about  Mont¬ 
clair,  so  I  told  her  I  came  from  a 
small  town  myself  and  preferred  it 
to  any  city.” 

“Liar!  Or  do  you  call  it  being  tact¬ 
ful?” 

“It’s  the  truth,”  he  assured  her. 
“When  I  have  enough  money.  I’m 
going  to  settle  down  in  some  quiet 
spot.” 

“With  a  country  club  and  a  golf 
course.” 

“Why  not?  I’m  in  this  racket  be¬ 
cause  its  profitable,  not  because  I  en- 
joy  it.” 

Sherry  decided  it  was  a  propitious 
moment  to  explain  about  the  baby. 

“Did  my  aunt  tell  you  why  she  is 
here?” 

“She  said  something  about  a  sweat¬ 
er  she  was  knitting  for  the  baby.  I 
wanted  to  ask  what  baby  but  I  didn’t.” 

“The  baby  is  mine.  At  least  she  will 
be  after  I  adopt  her.  You  see,  her 
mother  ran  away  and  left  her  with 
me.” 

He  took  it  well,  with  only  a 
lifted  eyebrow. 

“Aren’t  you  rather  young  to  take  on 
a  family?” 

“Maybe,  but  in  a  way  I  feel  res¬ 
ponsible.  Mildred,  that’s  the  mother, 
was  trying  to  commit  suicide  when  I 
stopped  her.  Later  she  gave  the  baby 
to  me,  saying  she  didn’t  love  it.” 

“Nice  person,”  he  commented  mild- 
ly. 

“I  think  she  used  to  be.  She  was 
so  in  love  with  her  husband  she 
blamed  the  baby  for  coming  between 
them.” 

Marvin  did  not  reply,  and,  glancing 
at  his  face,  Sherry  wondered  if  she 
had  bored  him.  After  all,  there  was 
no  reason  he  should  be  interested  in 
Mildred’s  story.  She  was  casting 
about  in  her  mind  for  another  topic 
when  he  said,  “What  a  wonderful 
person  you  are.  Sherry!  To  do  such  a 


thing  for  a  girl  you  didn’t  even 
know.” 

“But  I  love  the  baby.  I  feel  as  if 
she  really  were  mine.  Don’t  try  to 
make  a  heroine  out  of  me.  Most  of 
my  friends  think  I’m  crazy.  Even 
Aunt  Agatha  is  just  humoring  me 
temporarily,  hoping  I’ll  change  my 
mind.” 

She  spoke  lightly,  but  the  fact  that 
he  admired  her  action  established  a 
new  bond  between  them. 

“I’d  like  to  see  her  if  I  may,”  he 
said. 

“Of  course,  if  you’ll  drop  in  soma 
afternoon  when  she’s  awake.” 

“I’ll  do  that,”  he  promised. 

And  now,  relaxed  and  grateful. 
Sherry  felt  her  spirits  lift.  Fatigue 
dropped  from  her  as  she  listened  to 
Marvin’s  sparkling  banter.  It  was  fun 
to  be  circulating  again.  They  would 
have  a  bus  man’s  holiday,  he  said,  and 
spend  the  evening  listening  to  some¬ 
one  else’s  band.  He  was  recognized 
instantly  on  entering  the  club.  The 
orchestra  played  his  theme  song, 
forcing  Marvin  to  take  a  bow.  When 
the  spotlight  was  focused  on  them 
Sherry  was  glad  she  had  worn  her 
most  becoming  frock. 

“You’re  quite  a  celebrity,”  she  said, 
smiling. 

“Not  at  all.  I’m  getting  all  this 
attention  because  of  you.  They’re  not 
accustomed  to  seeing  me  with  such  a 
beautiful  lady.” 

It  was  flattery  and  she  knew  it, 
but  it  was  also  good  medicine  for  her 
wounded  vanity.  Marvin  was  hand¬ 
some,  high-spirited,  attentive.  The 
girl  didnt  live,  Sherry  told  herself, 
who  wouldnt  have  enjoyed  it. 

SHE  SLEPT  soundly  that  night, 
at  breakfast  the  next  morning 
Aunt  Agatha  proclaimed  Marvin  the 
“nicest  young  man”  she  had  met  in  a 
long  time.  “He  is  so  polite  and  mod¬ 
est,”  the  maiden  lady  said.  “And  he 
explained  to  me  that  his  orchestra 
plays  the  classics  instead  of  jazz. 
Chopin  and  Schubert  and  Mendels¬ 
sohn.” 

Sherry  smiled,  wondering  what 
Aunt  Agatha  would  think  if  she 
could  hear  the  modern  rendition  of 
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world-famous  themes,  but  she  did  not 
disillusion  her.  In  the  days  that  fol¬ 
lowed  Miss  Agatha  became  Marvin's 
ally.  The  spinster  distrusted  men  as 
much  as  Anne  Travis  did,  but  for 
some  reason  she  felt  completely  at 
home  with  the  debonair  young  band 
leader. 

There  was  never  a  dull  moment  with 
Marvin.  She  even  enjoyed  the  long 
hours  waiting  for  him  at  a  nearby 
table.  Later  they  had  food  and  coffee 
with  other  members  of  his  band  at 
an  all-night  restaurant  popular  with 
musicians  and  actors.  Sherry  liked 
the  casual  friendships  and  flippant 
conversation,  although  the  late  hours 
sent  her  to  the  office  with  a  head¬ 
ache.  Aunt  Agatha,  champion  of  Mar¬ 
vin  as  she  was,  warned  Sherry  about 
her  loss  of  sleep. 

“You  can’t  burn  the  candle  at  both 
ends,”  she  said.  • 

“If  I  go  to  bed  early  I  can’t  sleep,” 
Sherry  complained. 

“Why  not?  What’s  worrying  you?” 

Sherry  evaded  the  question. 

“Nothing  so  long  as  I  keep  busy.” 

That  same  night  Marvin  asked  her 
to  marry  him. 

SHERRY  HAD  waited  for  Marvin 
at  the  hotel  where  his  band  was 
playing.  When  he  was  through  he  did 
not  suggest  going  to  their  usual  ren¬ 
dezvous. 

“I’m  not  in  the  mood  for  other 
people  tonight,”  he  explained.  “Let’s 
go  home.” 

“That’s  an  excellent  idea,”  she 
agreed.  “Aunt  Agatha  has  been  scold¬ 
ing  me  about  the  late  hours  I’ve  been 
keeping.” 

“And  I  thought  she  liked  me,”  he 
said  as  they  walked  toward  the  ga¬ 
rage  where  he  kept  his  car. 

“Oh,  she  does.  You’re  the  only  man 
I’ve  ever  known  her  to  be  enthusias¬ 
tic  about.  It’s  purely  a  matter  of  my 
health.  She  doesn’t  want  me  to  lose 
my  job.” 

“Why  don’t  you  give  it  up,  since 
it  interferes  with  my  seeing  you?” 

“I’ll  take  that  under  considera¬ 
tion,”  she  said  lightly. 

They  were  in  the  garage  by  then, 
so  the  subject  was  dropped,  but  after 
they  had  reached  home  and  were  sit¬ 


ting  by  the  fire  Marvin  said  quietly, 
“You  thought  I  was  joking,  didn’t 
you?” 

“About  what?”  Sherry  asked  lazi¬ 
ly.  She  was  very  tired  and  the  warmth 
of  the  dimly  lighted  room  had  made 
her  drowsy. 

“About  quitting  your  job.  I  meant 
it.” 

“But,  Marvin,  I  have  to  work.  I’m 
not  doing  it  just  for  fun.” 

“You  wouldn’t  have  to  work  if  you 
married  me.  You  could  stay  home  and 
take  care  of  the  baby.” 

“Are  you  serious?  What  would  you 
do  with  a  wife  and  baby?” 

“A  few  months  ago  I  would  have 
asked  myself  that  same  question,  but 
the  picture  has  changed  since  then. 
I’ve  signed  a  contract  in  Hollywood 
which  means  we  could  stay  there  for 
at  least  two  years.  By  that  time  I 
may  have  enough  dough  soaked  away 
to  settle  down.  Does  the  prospect 
bore  you?” 

“I  don’t  think  I’d  ever  be  bored 
with  you,”  she  admitted  honestly. 
“But  marriage  is  something  I’d  have 
to  think  about  for  a  while.  Then 
there’s  Sherry  Anne.” 

“I’m  crazy  about  the  kid.  Sherry.” 

HOW  DIFFERENT  from  Bill, 
who  had  refused  to  bring  up 
another  man’s  child  as  his  own. 

“Would  you  be  willing  to  adopt 
her?” 

“Why  not?  That’s  what  you  want, 
isnt  it?” 

Sherry’s  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
“Marvin,  you’re  sweet.  No  wonder 
Aunt  Agatha  adores  you.” 

“I’m  much  more  concerned  about 
the  opinion  of  Aunt  Agatha’s  niece.” 

“Well,  I’m  terribly  fond  of  you, 
too.” 

“Then  prove  it,  my  sweet!  Forget 
this  other  guy  you’ve  been  carrying 
the  torch  for  and  take  a  chance  with 
me.  What  are  you  afraid  of?” 

As  she  hesitated  Marvin  said,  “Be¬ 
fore  you  answer  there  is  something 
I  ought  to  tell  you.  I’ve  been  mar¬ 
ried  before.” 

That  surprised  her.  He  looked  so 
young. 

“It  was  a  mistake.  Done  on  impulse 
in  a  weak  moment.  I  regretted  it  al- 
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most  immediately  and  we’ve  been 
divorced  for  some  time.  Does  that 
make  any  difference  to  you?” 

“Thank  you  for  telling  me,  Mar¬ 
vin.  The  fact  that  you  are  divorced 
wouldn’t  keep  me  from  marrying  you, 
but  it  will  make  a  difference  to  Aunt 
Agatha.” 

“Why  tell  her  then?  Why  upset 
her  when  everything  is  so  harmonious 
between  W  After  all,  it’s  our  life, 
darling!” 

“I  know,  but  I  haven  t  said  I  d  mar¬ 
ry  you  yet.  I’ll  have  to  have  time  to 
think  about  it.  It’s  a  serious  step  to 

“How  much  time?  I’m  leaving  here 
in  three  weeks.” 

“I’ll  give  you  my  answer  beiorc 

then,  Marvin.”  ,  . 

He  lifted  her  hand  to  his  lips  with 
a  chivalry  which  touched  her. 

“I’ve  tried  to  keep  emotion  out  ot 
this,”  he  said,  “because  I  know  now 
the  right  kind  of  marriage  must  be 
founded  on  mutual  respect  and  trust. 
But  I  happen  to  be  in  love  with  you. 

Several  evenings  later  Sherry 
was  waiting  for  Marvin  as  usual 
when  Bill  appeared  with  the  same 
girl  Anne  had  mentioned.  They  were 
dancing  together,  and  as  they  oass^d 
the  table  where  Sherry  sat  alone  Bill  s 
eyes  met  hers  with  startled  recog¬ 
nition. 

It  was  a  night  when  Sheri y  was 
not  looking  her  best/  The  baby  had 
wakened  early  that  morning,  so  she 
had  had  only  a  few  hours’  sleep.  She 
had  worked  all  day  and  becau^  she 
was  tired  had  not  bothered  to  change 
her  suit.  The  girl  with  Bill  coul^t 
have  been  more  than  tvventy. 
hair  was  naturally  blonde  and  she 
had  the  clean,  sweet  skin  which 
with  it.  She  was  wholesome  and 
unspoiled-looking.  Sherry  admitted. 
All  white  and  gold  and  fresh  as  a 
budding  rose.  By  comparison  Sherry 
felt  old  and  haggard.  Even  when  Mar¬ 
vin  came  to  sit  with  her  as  he  did 
during  intermission;  even  when  he 
played  her  favorite  sjiig,  smiling  in 
her  direction.  Sherry  felt  at  a  dis¬ 
advantage.  She  wished,  oh  how  she 
wished  she’d  been  sitting  at  the  less 
conspicuous  table  with  Bill.  Al- 


^  though  Bill  did  not  glance  her  way 
again,  she  felt  he  must  be  as  conscious 
of  her  presence  as  she  was  of  his. 

That  night  she  insisted  on  going 
directly  home.  She  told  Marvin  good 
night  at  the  door.  She  had  to  have 
some  sleep,  she  explained.  Tomorrow 
was  going  to  be  a  difficult  day. 

INTO  THE  darkness  of  her  crea¬ 
tive  despondency  came  a  tiny  ray 
of  light.  Why  not  accept  Marvin’s 
proposal  and  stop  the  futile  attempt 
to  do  two  things  at  once?  Unlike  Bill, 
Marvin  loved  Sherry  Anne  and  was 
willing  to  adopt  her.  Aunt  Agatha 
liked  Marvin  and  would  be  willing 
for  Sherry  to  keep  Mildred’s  baby  if 
they  were  married.  Sherry  had  hesi¬ 
tated  because  she  considered  herself 
in  love  with  Bill,  but  Marvin  was 
infinitely  superior  to  Bill 
Maddan.  Even  his  faults  seemed  like¬ 
able  in  comparison  with  Bill’s.  Mar¬ 
riage  with  Marvin  would  offer  an 
escape  from  everything  which  was 
troubling  her. 

She  had  not  planned  to  see  him 
that  night,  but  when  he  telephoned 
early  in  the  evening  Sherry  asked 
him  to  come  out. 

‘Tt  will  be  late.  You  won’t  mind 
sitting  up?’’ 

“No.  I  can’t  sleep  anyway.’* 


WHEN  THE  door  bell  rang 
Sherry  asked  cautiously,  “Who 

is  it?” 

“How  many  people  are  you  expect¬ 
ing?”  Marvin  asked. 

Opening  the  door,  she  drew  him 
quickly  inside. 

“Marvin,  I’m  so  glad  to  see  you.  I 
thought  I  heard  someone  outside  the 
window  in  the  baby’s  room.” 

“Darling,  you’re  trembling.” 

“I  was  frightened,”  Sherry  admit¬ 
ted.  “When  I  looked  out  I  couldn’t 
see  anyone,  but  I  felt  someone  was 
watching  me.” 

“Nerves,  Sherry!  You  were  upset 
when  you  talked  to  me  on  the  phone.” 

“Maybe  I  did  imagine  it.  Anyway, 
it’s  all  right  now  that  you’re  here.” 

Marvin  smiled  tenderly  and  drew 
her  down  upon  the  davenport  beside 
him. 

“Relax,  Sweet!  What’s  troubling 
you?” 
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She  put  her  head  on  his  shoulder, 

“Do  you  still  want  to  marry  me?” 

“You  bet  I  do.” 

“Then  my  answer  is  yes  ”  she  said. 

He  put  his  arms  about  her  and 
kissed  her  very  gently. 

“Do  you  mean  it,  Sherry?  Oh 
darling,  this  makes  me  so  happy.” 

“Me,  too.  Even  Aunt  Agatha  is  for 
it.” 

“God  bless  Aunt  Agatha.”  he  said 
fervently.  “Boy,  this  is  terrific.  How 
about  celebrating?  Put  on  your  bon¬ 
net  and  we’ll  go  down  to  the  joint 
and  announce  it.” 

“Not  tonight,  Maivin,  I’m  too  tired. 
But  we’ll  tell  them  tomorrow,  if 
you  like.” 

^  “Tomorrow  it  is  then.  And  now 
I’ll  run  along  so  you  can  get  some 
sleep.” 

^  Now  that  she  had  made  her  deci¬ 
sion  Sherry  felt  that  she  could  sleep 
for  hours.  The  future  stretched  like 
an  open  road  before  her  with  nothing 
whatever  to  worry  about.  But  the 
next  morning  Aunt  Agatha  wakened 
with  chills  and  a  tenjperature.  Sherry 
turned  over  the  baby  to  Mi  :ietta  and 
left  reluctantly  for  work.  The  doctor 
she  called  advised  the  removal  of 
Aunt  Agatha  to  the  hospital.  She 
was  suffering  from  the  vicious  type 
of  flu  which  could  easily  develop  into 
pneumonia.  Sherry  agreed  and  made 
arrangements  for  an  ambulance.  She 
had  been  too  worried  to  give  her  em¬ 
ployer  notice  as  she  had  promised, 
but  when  she  telephoned  Marvin  that 
she  would  be  unable  to  meet  him  he 
was  so  disappointed  that  she  said, 
“You  may  announce  it  anyway  if  you 
like.”  ^  .V 

His  voice  brightened.  “Fine,  darl¬ 
ing  !  I’ll  give  the  news  to  a  columnist. 

It  wdll  be  swell  publicity.” 


j*^OR  AN  INSTANT  she  resented 
that;  then  she  reminded  herself 
that  publicity  was  a  necessary  part 
of  his  career  as  it  would  be  of  hers  if 
she  married  him.  To  be  mentioned  by 
a  radio  or  newspaper  columnist  was 
free  advertising  and  important.  As 
Marvin  had  once  explained  to  her, 
the  only  thing  to  be  feared  was  being 
ignored.  And  since  the  news  might  be 
in  the  paper  tomorrow  she  had  better 


with  her  employer  proved  rather  eni- 
barrassin^.  When  she  told  him  she 
•was  leaving  m  two  weeks  to  be  mar¬ 
ried  he  said,  “I’m  sorry,  Sherry.  We’ll 
miss  you. 

She  left  the  office  early  so  that  she 
could  stop  at  the  hospital.  Aunt  Aga- 
^"S^tened  but  otherwise 

tr  h  Sherry  reassured 

I^r  but  did  not  stay  long.  She  knew 
Marietta  would  be  in  ^mirry  to  re¬ 
turn  to  her  children.  It  was  not  quite 
the  rushed  up  the  steps  of 

if  ‘^°"g''atula  in?  herself  that 
she  had  made  it  in  time  to  feed  Sherry 
Anne.  Then  as  she  walked  into  the 
Jiving  room  she  saw  iVUldrcd  with  the 
baby  m  her  arms. 

Umj-ILDRED,’’  Sherry  gasped, 
,1,  ^  overcome  by  the  sight  of 

the  girl,  who  clutched  the  baby  as  if 
Sherry  were  trying  to  take  her. 

1  ve  come  back  for  her,’’  Mildred 

about  her 

and  I  couldn’t  stand  it.  She’s  my  own 

The  room  began  to  whirl  so  dizzily 
about  Sherry  that  she  sat  down. 

But  you  said  in  your  note  that  you 
You  gave  her  to  me.’’ 

That  was  because  T  thought  my 
husband  might  take  me  back.  He 
didnt,  so  I  went  to  Reno  for  a 
divorce.  That’s  when  I  began  to  real¬ 
ize  what  a  mistake  I’d  made.” 

‘‘Well,  why  didn’t  you  write  me?  I 
nad  no  idea  where  you  were.” 

“I’m  sorry.  Sherry.  I  know  you’ve 
meant  well,  but  just  because  you 
saved  my  life  you  can’t  tell  me  what 
to  do.” 

How  true  it  was  that  there  was  no 
such  thing  as  gratitude.  For  an  in¬ 
stant  Sherry  wished  she  hadn’t  inter¬ 
fered  when  Mildred  had  tried  to 
commit  suicide;  then  she  reminded 
herself  that  there  were  two  sides  to 
every  question,  even  this  one.  If  Mil¬ 
dred  wanted  her  baby  she  was  en¬ 
titled  to  her.  The  poor  girl  hadn’t 
had  much  happiness  so  far,  but  per¬ 
haps,  Sherry  thought  for  the  first 
time,  Mildred  herself  was  partially 
to  blame.  In  any  case  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  more  Sherry  could  do.  And  how 
it  would  hurt  to  give  up  Sherry 
Anne. 
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KERRY  wanted  to  snatch  the 
baby  into  her  own  protective 
arms,  but  she  said  calmly,  “It  isn’t 
easy  to  work  when  you  have  a  small 
child.  I’ve  discovered  that.” 

“She’s  getting  older  all  the  time. 
She’ll  soon  be  talking.  Oh,  Sherry, 
I  didn’t  intend  to  take  her  from  5^ou, 
but  when  I  saw  her  in  her  little  bed 
last  night  I  thought  my  heart  would 
break.” 

“When  do  you  intend  to  leave?” 
Sherry  asked,  wondering  if  she  would 
be  allowed  to  hold  the  baby  again. 

“I  hoped — that  is.  I  knov/  I  don’t 
deserve  it,  but  could  you  let  us  stay 
here  a  few  nights?  Just  until  I  can 
make  my  reservations?” 

“Yes,  if  you  like.  I’ll  telephone 
Marietta  she  needn’t  come  any  more. 
My  aunt  was  looking  after  Sherry 
Anne,  but  we  had  to  send  her  to  the 
hospital.” 

HE  NEXT  morning  Mildred  pre¬ 
pared  breakfast  as  if  she  had  not 
been  away.  The  baby  had  been  fed 
and  was  cooing  from  her  buggy.  The 
morning  paper,  folded  to  display  the 
story  of  the  band  leader’s  engage¬ 
ment,  was  on  Sherry’s  plate. 

“It  says  here  you  re  going  to  marry 
him,”  Mildred  stated. 

Sherry  poured  herself  a  cup  of 
coffee  with  shaking  hands.  Marvin 
had  lost  no  time  in  availing  himself  of 
her  permission  to  announce  their  en¬ 
gagement,  she  thought,  glancing  at 
the  printed  words  which  seemed  in 
her  confusion  to  have  no  relationship 
to  herself. 

Sherry  rose,  dropped  a  quick  kiss 
on  the  baby’s  head  and  went  to  the 
bedroom  for  her  hat.  Ker  head  was 
aching  furiously.  A  fine  way  to  be¬ 
gin  the  day,  he  thought. 

Sherry  walked  down  the  hill  to  her 
streetcar  in  a  fog  no  thicker  than  her 
own  mental  state.  Mildred’s  appear¬ 
ance  had  been  a  shock.  She  had  every 
right  to  Sherry  Anne,  but  all  Sherry’s 
plans  to  marry  Marvin  were  entangled 
with  the  baby.  What  would  Marvfn 
say  when  she  told  him?  Would  he  be 
relieved  or  disappointed? 

Her  arrival  at  the  office  was  the 
signal  for  much  excited  comment. 
Only  her  employer  had  known  that 


she  was  leaving,  but  someci  on  the 
staff  had  seen  the  pap^'r  r  ready 
nervous,  Sherry  felt  unab’e  to  cope 
with  the  joking  congratulali*  iis.  Per¬ 
versely,  she  wanted  to  cry.  Vainly  she 
tried  to  work,  but  oy  noon  her  head 
was  splitting.  If  she  didnt  have  some 
rest  she  wouldn’t  be  aole  to  visit 
Aunt  Agatha,  much  less  see  Marvin 
for  their  promised  celebration.  At 
two  o’clock,  admitting  she  couldn’t 
take  it,  she  asked  to  go  home. 

“If  I  can  lie  down  for  a  couple  of 
hours  I’ll  be  all  right,”  she  told  her¬ 
self,  but  she  had  never  felt  so  de¬ 
pressed.  She  turned  the  key  in  her 
door  with  a  sigh  of  relief.  All  she 
wanted  was  the  comfort  of  her  own 
bed.  But  as  she  entered  the  hjill  she 
heard  Marvin’s  voice.  V^ithout  stop¬ 
ping  to  wonder  why  he  was  there  in 
the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  Sherry 
walked  into  the  liviig  room  tc*  find 
him  kissing  Mildred. 

HE  SHOCK  of  it  sent  her  reel¬ 
ing  against  the  wall,  speecliless. 
It  was  Mildred  who  cried  triumph¬ 
antly,  “Sherry  I” 

At  the  sound  of  her  name  Marvin 
pushed  Mildred  from  her.  saying, 
“What  is  this?  A  trap?” 

Then  he  saw  the  stunned  compre¬ 
hension  in  Sherry’s  face  and  stc?m- 
mered,  “Don’t  look  like  that,  Sherry. 
It  doesn’t  mean  a  thing.  Just  an  af¬ 
fectionate  gesture.  You  see  I  used 
to  know  Mildred  in  Kansas  City.” 

He  glanced  warningly  at  Mildred, 
but  she  cried,  “Oh,  no,  you  don’t.  For 
once,  Marvin,  you’re  going  to  tell  th<^ 
truth.” 

Sherry  sank  into  her  chair. 

“What  do  you  mean?”  she 
demanded. 

“Marvin  was  my  husband,”  Mildred 
said.  “He  is  Sherry  Anne’s  father.” 

“No.  Oh,  no,  that  can’t  be  true.  Say 
it  isn’t,  Marvin.” 

“We’re  divorced,”  he  said.  “You 
remember  I  told  you  I’d  been  mar¬ 
ried?” 

^  “But  you  told  me  that  was  a  long 
time  ago,  not  recently.” 

“Does  that  matter.  Sherry?” 

“Of  course  it  matters.  But  why 
would  you  want  to  adopt  the  baby  if 
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you  deserted  Mildred  because  of 
her?*’ 

His  glance  at  Mildred  was  one  cf 
contempt. 

“Is  that  what  she  told  you?  The 
baby  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  ITil- 
dred  was  the  one  I  didn’t  want.  Our 
marriage  was  a  mistake  from  the  be¬ 
ginning.  That’s  why  I  insisted  we 
keep  it  secret.” 

“You  liked  me  well  enough  at 
first,”  Mildred  reminded  him.  “Not 
that  it  matters  now.  At  least  you’ll 
never  get  my  baby.” 

“So  that’s  why  you  came  back?” 
Sherry  said,  turning  to  the  girl. 

“Yes,  it  is.  I  only  intended  to  look 
at  her  through  the  window;  then  I 
saw  Marvin’s  car  driving  up  and  him 
getting  out  and  coming  in  here.  I 
knew  he’d  pay  plenty  to  keep  me 
quiet,  but  there  isn’t  enough  money 
in  the  world  to  keep  me  Prom  telling 
you.  If  you  want  to  marry  him  know¬ 
ing  how  he  treated  me,  you’re  wel¬ 
come.” 

Heartsick,  sherry  stared  at 
the  parents  of  the  baby  kicking 
in  her  buggy,  blissfully  unaware  of 
the  dissension  about  her. 

“Sherry  Anne  is  the  one  who  should 
be  considered,”  she  reminded  them. 
“What  about  her?” 

“I’m  willing  to  assume  the  entire 
responsibility,”  Marvin  assured  her, 
“if  you  will  marry  me.  Sherry  ” 
“She’s  mine,”  Mildred  said  fiercely, 
“and  I’m  not  giving  her  to  either  of 
you.” 

Marvin  shrugged. 

“Okay,  if  that’s  the  way  you  want  it 
you  can  manage  as  best  you  can.” 
Turning  back  to  Sherry,  he  continued 
as  if  his  former  wife  were  not  pres¬ 
ent.  “I’m  crazy  about  the  kid.  Sherry. 
It  wasn’t  just  an  act,  but  I  didn’t 
want  to  marry  you  just  because  of  the 
baby.  You  understand  that?” 

“Did  you  know  about  her  when  you 
met  me  at  Sam’s  that  Sunday?” 

“No.  Mildred  wouldn’t  tell  me 
where  she  had  left  her.  I  didn’t  know 
you  had  a  baby  in  the  house  until 
Aunt  Agatha  confided  that  she  was 
knitting  for  one.  It  was  you  who  told 
me  her  mother’s  name  was  Mildred.  It 
seemed  to  me  then  that  fate  had 


drawn  us  together  for  the  good  of 
all  of  us.” 

“I  used  to  believe  that,  too,  but  not 
any  more.  I’m  through  now  with  both 
of  you.  The  baby,  too,”  she  said  with 
tears  in  her  eyes.  “It  will  be  better  if 
I  don’t  see  her  again.  I  thought  be¬ 
cause  I  saved  Mildred’s  life  that  I 
was  responsible  for  her,  but  I  was 
wrong.  No  one  can  be  resp  msible  for 
anyone  else.” 

“Don’t  make  up  your  mind  so 
quickly,”  Marvin  pleaded.  “You  may 
feel  differently  in  a  few  days.” 

HERRY  lifted  the  baby  from  the 
pressing  a  kiss  on  her 
cheek,  but  it  was  Mildred  who  put  on 
the  little  coat  and  bonnet.  Marvin 
picked  up  the  suitcases  and  they 
started  toward  the  door,  but  before 
they  reached  it  Mildred  taiuied  to 
say,  “I  know  you  hate  me,  but  we’re 
square  now.  You  saved  my  life,  and 
I’ve  saved  you  from  an  unhappy 
marriage,  because  Marvin  couldn’t  be 
faithful  to  anyone.  I  wasn’t  grateful 
to  you  at  the  time,  but  I  am  now.  So 
thanks  for  everything.” 

Sherry  did  not  reply.  She  couldn’t. 
The  sight  of  the  baby  in  Mildred’s 
arms  was  too  much  for  her.  She  real¬ 
ized  then  that  she  loved  the  baby 
more  than  she  did  Marvin.  It  was  the 
loss  of  the  baby  that  hurt.  Throwing 
herself  on  the  davenport,  she  gave 
way  to  the  storm  of  tears  which  had 
been  threatening  her  ever  since  she 
had  entered  the  living  room.  Her 
head  throbbed  with  pain  but  the  ache 
in  her  heart  was  much  worse 

Hours,  or  was  it  only  minutes  later, 
the  telephone  rang.  It  was  Anne. 

“I  understand  Aunt  Agatha  is  in 
the  hospital  with  the  flu,”  Anne  said. 

“Oh,  the  cute  old  thing  wrote  me  a 
note  asking  me  to  come  to  see  her.  I 
sent  her  some  flowers  and  Sam  has 
promised  to  drop  me  at  the  hospital 
for  a  few  minutes  after  dinner.” 

“What  time  is  it  now?” 

“What’s  the  matter  with  you, 
Sherry?  Have  you  been  crying?  Is  it 
true  about  you  being  engaged  to  Mar¬ 
vin  Edwards?” 

“It  was  but  is  isn’t  any  more,”  Sher¬ 
ry  admitted. 
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“The  rat!  So  that’s  why  vou’re 
crying?” 

“I’m  not  crying  about  Marvin,” 
Sherry  denied.  “It’s  the  baby.  Mil¬ 
dred  came  back  last  night  and  has 
taken  her  away  from  me.” 

“Thank  heaven  for  that,”  Anne 
said  fervently.  “I’ll  be  right  over.” 

KERRY  WAS  still  lying  on  the 
davenport  when  Anne  arrived. 
She  was  carrying  an  overnight  bag 
and  announced  she  would  bring  the 
rest  of  her  things  the  following  day. 

“Are  you  coming  back  to  stay?” 
Sherry  asked. 

“Naturally.  Half  the  furniture  is 
still  mine,”  Anne  reminded  her. 

It  was  Anne  who  made  tea  and 
served  it  to  Sherry  in  bed.  Anne  who 
said  cheerfully,  “I’ll  telephone  your 
office  that  you  won’t  be  back  until 
Monday.  Tomorrow  is  Saturday  and 
you’re  going  to  spend  the  week-end 
in  bed.  You’re  exhausted.” 

It  seemed  wonderful  to  have  Anne 
back  and,  although  Sherry  did  not 
admit  it,  it  was  a  tremendous  load  off 
her  mind  not  to  have  to  rise  at  six 
o’clock  to  feed  the  baby.  She  was 
tired  emotionally  and  physically. 
Tired  deep  down  inside,  at  the  very 
center  of  her  being.  She  slept  for 
hours,  rousing  only  long  enough  to 
swallow  the  nourishing  food  Anne 
loyally  prepared  for  her.  Aunt  Agatha 
was  convalescing,  Anne  reported.  She 
would  be  able  to  come  home  soon. 

On  Sunday  afternoon  Marvin  tele¬ 
phoned.  Anne  had  gone  to  the  hospi¬ 
tal,  so  Sherry  was  alone.  He  sounded 
contrite  but  self-confident,  as  if 
what  he  had  to  say  might  influence 
her. 

“I  just  wanted  to  tell  you  Mildred 
and  the  baby  have  gone.  I  put  them 
on  the  train  myself.” 

Me  waited  for  her  reply,  and 
when  none  came  he  continued, 
“May  I  drop  by  for  a  few  minutes, 
Sherry?  I  want  to  talk  to  you.” 
“You’re  talking  to  me  now.” 

“It  too  difficult  over  the  phone. 
Don’t  you  feel  any  better  yet, 
darling?” 

“I’m  feeling  quite  well,”  she 
assured  him. 


“I  mean  about  us.  Our  whole  future 
is  at  stake,  Sherry.  Why  can’t  you 
forget  what  has  happened  and  go 
ahead  with  out  plans?” 

“I  can’t  do  that,^arvin,  and  I  don’t 
care  to  discuses  ’r  ** 

“You  hate  CK  .  v  'u’t  you.  Sherry?” 

“No,”  she  said  fn.Ch fully.  “I’m  just 
not  interested  in  3rou  any  more,  and 
please  don’t  call  me  again.” 

When  she  replaced  the  telephone 
Sherry  ya\vned  and  picked  up  the 
magazine  she  had  been  reading.  It 
wasn’t  an  act.  She  really  felt  indif¬ 
ferent  to  him.  Nevertheless,  when  the 
doorbell  rang  a  few  moments  later  she 
was  alarmed.  She  suspected  it  might 
be  Marvin,  so  she  called.  “Who  is 
it?” 

“Roger  Fenton,”  was  the  answer. 

Forgetting  that  she  was  wearing  a 
bathrobe  over  her  nightgown.  Sherry 
opened  the  door. 

“Roger,  how  nice  of  you  to  come. 
But  I  almost  didn’t  answer  the  bell. 
Why  didnt  you  telephone?” 

“Anne  said  it  would  be  all  right  just 
to  drop  in.” 

So  Anne  was  responsible  for  this, 
too.  But  to  her  own  surprise  Sherry 
was  glad  to  see  him. 

“What  else  did  Anne  tell  you?” 
she  smiled,  curling  up  on  the  daven¬ 
port. 

Roger  sat  in  a  chair  opposite  her. 
“She  said  the  announcement  of  your 
engagement  wa*"  a  mistake,  that  you 
weren’t  seeing  Edwards  any  more. 
In  fact,”  he  said,  reddening,  “she 
told  me  you  weren’t  seeing  Bill  Mad- 
dan  either.” 

“Bill’s  been  out  of  the  picture  for 
a  long  time,  Roger.” 

“Then  what  say  we  start  all  over 
again?”  he  grinned.  “There’s  never 
been  anyone  like  you  for  me.  Sherry. 
Most  women  are  too  possessive.” 

Possessive,  my  eye,  she  thought. 
What  does  he  think  he  is?  But  be¬ 
cause  she  had  always  been  fond  of 
him  and  because  she  needed  his 
friendship  now  more  than  ever,  she 
said  sweetly,  “Fair  enough,  Rogc  -. 
We  used  to  have  a  lot  of  fun.” 

“And  will  have  again,”  he  promised. 

Roger  kept  his  promise.  If  it 
had  not  been  for  Aunt  Agatha, 
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Sherry  might  have  been  living  in  the 
period  before  she  had  met  either 
Bill  or  Marvin.  Refreshed  by  her 
restful  week-end,  she  returned  to  the 
office  on  Monday.  A  brief  interview 
with  her  employer  assured  her  that 
the  job  she  had  been  on  the  verge  of 
giving  up  was  still  hers.  She  also 
swore  him  to  secrecy. 

“I’d  rather  you  don’t  tell  anyone 
that  my  engagement  has  been  broken,” 
she  said.  “Let  them  find  it  out  for 
themselves.” 

When  Sherry  went  to  the  hospital 
to  see  Aunt  Agatha  she  found  the 
maiden  lady  unusually  silent.  In  vain 
Sherry  tried  to  interest  her  in  various 
topics.  Aunt  Agatha  did  not  respond. 

Finally  she  said,  “Why  don’t  you 
tell  me  that  you  and  Marvin  have 
quarreled?” 

“We  haven’t  quarreled  exactly.” 

“You’re  not  going  to  marry  him,  are 
you?” 

“No,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  upset 
you.” 

Miss  Hamilton  said  dryly,  “I’m  cap 
able  of  hearing  the  truth.  It’s  having 
things  kept  from  me  that  disturbs 
me. 

“I’m  sorry,  dear!  You  seemed  so 
fond  of  Marvin  I  asked  Anne  not  to 
say  anything.” 

“Anne  didn’t.  She  didn’t  have  to.  I 
knew  when  he  didn’t  telephone  or 
come  to  see  me  that  something  was 
wrong.  It  isn’t  like  Marvin  to  neglect 
me.  He  is  so  considerate.” 

“I’m  afraid  we  were  mistaken  about 
him,”  Sherry  said,  trying  to  break  it 
gently.  “Marvin  is  the  baby’s  father. 
He  deserted  his  wife  in  Kansas  City 
and  later  persuaded  her  to  divorce 
him.” 

A  dull  flush  began  to  burn  in  Aunt 
Agatha’s  dried  apple  cheeks. 

“I  can’t  believe  it.  He  is  one  of  the 
few  men  I  trusted.” 

“Mildred  came  back  for  the  baby 
when  she  discovered  that  Marvin 
wanted  to  marry  me.  But  she’s  gone 
now.” 

“Did  she  take  Sherry  Anne?” 

Sherry  nodded.  It  would  be  a  long 
time  before  she  would  be  able  to  think 
of  the  baby  without  wanting  to  cry. 

“I  know  how  you  feel,  dear,  but  be¬ 


lieve  me  it’s  better  this  way,”  Aunt 
Agatha  said.  “Now  you  can  put  your 
mind  on  your  work  again  and  I  can 
go  home  where  I  belong.  You  may 
think  your  heart  is  broken  but  time 
heals  everything.” 

“My  heart  isn’t  broken,  Auntie.  At 
least  not  over  Marvin.  I  didn’t  real¬ 
ize  it  at  the  time,  but  I  was  playing 
a  part  as  much  as  he  was.” 

SHOCKED,  Aunt  Agatha  said, 
“Sherry  Hamilton,  what  do  you 
mean?  Would  you  have  married  a 
man  you  didn’t  love?” 

“I  cared  for  him  very  much,  but  my 
heart  had  been  broken  months  ago  by 
somebody  else.” 

Aunt  Agatha  sighed.  “Men  are  so 
cruel.  It’s  terrible  how  they  can 
wreck  a  woman’s  life.  I  wish  I  could 
have  protected  you  from  them,  Sher¬ 
ry.” 

The  girl  smiled  and  patted  the 
blue-veined  hand  lying  on  the  coun¬ 
terpane. 

“Don’t  worry  about  me !  My  life  is 
far  from  ruined.  I’ve  my  work,  Anne 
has  come  back  to  live  with  me,  and 
one  of  my  former  beaux  is  taking  me 
out  again.” 

It  was  two  weeks  later  when  they 
put  Aunt  Agatha  on  the  train  into  a 
compartment  filled  with  parting  gifts 
The  three  of  them  saw  her  off.  Anne, 
demurely  ladylike  to  the  end,  and 
Roger,  who  had  offered  his  car  and  a 
large  box  of  candy.  Aunt  Agatha 
accepted  his  attentions  with  dignified 
restraint.  But  Sherry  knew  she  would 
never  like  Roger  Fenton. 

As  the  train  pulled  out  Anne 
sighed.  “Give  me  a  cigarette.  My 
word,  it’s  wonderful  to  be  able  to 
take  off  my  halo.” 

“You  loved  wearing  it,”  Sherry 
assured  her.  “And  Aunt  Agatha 
would  say  that  it  is  the  real  you — 
the  little  girl  who  played  the  organ 
in  Sunday  School.” 

For  a  moment  Anne  looked  start 
led.  “I  wonder,”  she  said.  Her  face 
was  still  thoughtful  as  they  dropped 
her  at  the  cocktail  bar  where  she  was 
to  meet  Sam.  It  was  Saturday  night 
and  Roger  and  Sherry  had  planned 
an  evening  of  dancing.  Little  did 
either  of  them  suspect  how  that 
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evening  was  going  to  end. 

Lights,  glitter.  Excitement. 

Saturday  night  in  the  city’s 
largest  hotel  always  reminded  Sherry 
of  New  Year’s  Eve.  The  crowds  of 
people  trying  to  forget  their  v/eek- 
day  problems,  dressed  in  their  best, 
laughing,  making  merry.  It  was  so 
much  more  fun  dancing  with  Roger 
than  it  had  been  sitting  alone  wait¬ 
ing  for  Marvin. 

The  band  leader  had  left  town 
without  denying  their  engagement, 
but  the  story  had  circulated  to  Rog¬ 
er’s  newspaper  friends,  who  one  by 
one  with  brutal  candor  confessed  to 
Sherry  that  they  never  could  under¬ 
stand  what  she  “saw  in  the  guy.” 
Refusing  to  comment,  Sherry  smiled 
and  changed  the  subject,  but  she  was 
happier  than  she  had  been  for  a  long 
time. 

Roger  was  so  absurdly  proud  of  her, 
displaying  her  like  a  medal  for  some 
outstanding  achievement,  strutting 
with  the  air  of  self-assurance  Anne 
had  said  was  characteristic  of  short 
men.  Be  that  as  it  may,  Roger  was  an 
excellent  dancer  and  the  hours  passed 
joyously  until  they  saw  Bill  Maddan. 

He  was  with  the  same  blonde,  fresh¬ 
looking  girl  Sherry  had  seen  before, 
and  the  sight  of  them  together  again 
flooded  her  heart  with  longing.  To  be 
Bill’s  sweetheart,  to  be  assured  of  his 
devotion.  How  could  Sherry  have 
hesitated  when  he  had  wanted  to 
marry  her?  How  could  she  have  put 
him  off  because  of  her  career,  asking 
him  to  wait  four  years? 

Sherry  knew  this  was  the  moment 
Roger  had  been  waiting  for.  The 
chance  to  prove  that  he  was  back  in 
Sherry’s  favor.  Wasn’t  he  entitled  to 
it?  Roger  had  never  forgiven  Bill  for 
the  kiss  he  had  stolen  on  New  Year’s 
Eve.  Sh  was  amused  at  the  triumph 
in  Roger’s  voice  as,  deliberately 
dancing  close  to  Bill’s  table,  he  cried, 
“Hi,  Bill!  What’s  cookin’?” 

Bill  glanced  up  indifferently, 
saying,  “Hello !  Fancy  seeing  you 
here.” 

As  they  moved  on  Roger  chuckled, 
“Guess  he  never  expected  to  see  us 
together  again.” 

“I  doubt  if  it  matters  to  him.” 


“Sure  it  matters.  But  it  was  coming 
to  him.  He  shouldn’t  have  come  be- 
tv/een  us  in  the  first  place.” 

^^HERRY  DID  not  reply.  Roger’s 
possessiveness  was  the  price  she 
had  to  pay  for  his  companionship,  and 
so  long  as  she  saw  him  exclusively  he 
would  make  no  other  demands  on 
her.  Determined  to  live  up  to  her  part 
of  the  bargain,  she  did  not  look  at 
Bill  again.  Nor  did  she  suggest  that 
they  leave.  The  evening,  which  had 
begun  so  harmoniously,  had  to  go  on 
as  they  had  planned.  Several  hours 
later  Roger  left  her  at  the  flat  on 
Telegraph  Hill  with  no  suspicion  of 
the  emotion  roused  in  her  breast  bv 
the  sight  of  the  other  man. 

There  was  a  noise  at  the  door  which 
sounded  like  Anne  fumbling  for  her 
key.  Without  turning  on  the  light. 
Sherry  went  into  the  hall  and  calle?d, 
“Wait  a  minute.  I’ll  open  it  for  you.” 

She  turned  the  knob  and  stared  at 
the  man  who  stood  bareheaded  in 
the  moonlight. 

“Hello,  Sherry,”  he  said. 

“Bill.  Oh,  Bill!”  she  cried  as  he 
stepped  inside  and  drew  her  into  his 
arms.  “Oh,  darling,  darling!” 

“You  still  love  me,  don’t  you. 
Sherry?” 

“Mildred  told  me  about  Marvin 
when  she  was  in  the  hospital.  She 
made  me  promise  I’d  never  tell  any¬ 
one,  but  I  did  my  best  to  warn  you,” 
Bill  said. 

“You  know  she  has  taken  Sherry 
Anne?” 

“Yes,  she  telephoned  me.  But  since 
your  engagement  wasn’t  denied,  I 
supposed  you  were  going  to  marry 
Marvin  anyway.” 

“Never!  After  I  knew  who  he  was. 
The  only  reason  I  ever  intended  to 
was  on  account  of  the  baby.” 

“So  I  was  right  then.  It  was  a 
father  for  Sherry  Anne  you  wanted?” 

“In  Marvin’s  case,  yes,  but  not  in 
yours.  Oh,  darling,  please  believe 
me!” 

He  drew  her  down  beside  him  on 
the  davenport,  whispering,  “If  I 
didn’t  would  I  be  here  now?  Would 
I  be  asking  you  to  marry  me?” 

THE  END 


Once  in  an  hour  of  anger  she 
had  run  away  from  Sam's  kisses 
— back  to  the  arms  of  the  man 
who  would  always  be  waiting  for 
her— and  back  to  the  leisurely  ond 
wealthy  existence  she  had  given  up  to 
come  and  live  with  Sam  in  this  small  Maine  village 
which  was  his  home. 

Now  she  must  convince  Sam.  that  this  second  time 
she  had  not  run  away  with  a  lover,  but  had  been 
tricked  by  the  people  she  thought  she  trusted  most, 
Into  an  affair  she  did  not  want.  But  always  in  her 
mind  would  be  the  memory  of  Sam's  words  the  day 
he  told  her  he  hated  her  and  wished  her  dead! 
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By  CAROL  HOLLISTOH 

Sam  kissed  her  as  he  car¬ 
ried  her  over  the  thresh-' 
hold/ 


The  rain  fell  with  that  chill 
steadiness  which  is  one  of  the 
marks  of  spring  on  the  coast  of 
Maine.  Along  Elm  Street  the  noble 
trees  that  justified  that  name  tried 
bravely  to  display  their  new,  fresh 
greenness,  but  the  day  and  the  hour 
mocked  them.  The  steady  rain 
seemed  to  have  washed  away  the 
green  and  left  only  the  shiny  black 
look  of  trunks  and  branches.  It  was 
too  early  for  lights  in  a  milder 
world,  but  here  even  street  lights 
were  on.  But  they  only  seemed  to  in¬ 
tensify  the  too  early  darkness  and 
emphasize  the  rain.  Headlights  on 
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cars  turned  swift  drops  into  slanting 
arrows,  silvery  indeed  but  cold,  and 
with  no  hint  of  summer  in  them. 

But  Faith  Haskins  certainly  wasn’t 
sitting  on  her  front  porch  on  a  night 
like  this,  even  if  the  station  was  just 
across  the  street  and  the  train  was 
overdue  that  was  bringing  her  son 
home  with  his  new  wife  who  came 
from  Detroit,  or  Chicago,  or  maybe 
it  was  Ohio.  It  did  seem  a  pity  he 
couldn’t  have  married  a  Maine  girl, 
best  of  all  one  from  Stonehaven,  and 
Faith  Haskins  certainly  felt  that  way 
deep  down  inside,  however  much  she 
might  say  all  she  asked  was  for  him 
to  marry  the  girl  he  loved.  Loved  in¬ 
deed.  That  was  the  part  of  Faith 
Haskins  that  came  from  reading  too 
many  books,  and  not  all  Maine  books 
cither.  Everybody  in  Stonehaven 
knew  Sam  Haskins  had  always  loved 
Susan  Goodrow  even  when  they  were 
kids  in  school  together. 

Something  at  least  of  all  this  was 
in  the  minds  of  all  the  belated  shop¬ 
pers  as  they  passed  the  Haskins 
house  in  the  rain.  It  was  well  lighted 
but  not  extravagantly  so,  even  to¬ 
night.  The  kitchen  sent  out  the 
warmest  glow,  as  it  naturally  would 
to  anyone  who  knew  Mrs.  Haskins 
and  her  cooking.  One  instinctively 
glanced  toward  the  station,  which 
was  bravely  lighted  up  indeed,  but 
the  train  from  Portland  wasn’t  in 
yet.  It  always  was  especially  late  on 
nights  like  this.  The  Maine  Central 
never  seemed  to  care  about  anything 
until  they  started  bringing  the  sum¬ 
mer  people.  Anything  was  good 
enough  for  home  folks. 

A  big  boy  on  a  bicycle  swept  out 
of  the  street  and  toward  the  Haskins 
kitchen  door,  splashing  water  on  two 
old  ladies  who  had  been  trying  to 
stare  into  the  Haskins  living  room 
while  pretending  to  be  having  trou¬ 
ble  with  their  A  &  P  bundles.  They 
shouted  after  him  and  he  flung  a 
laugh  back  over  his  shoulder  at  their 
discomfiture.  The  front  door  opened 
and  a  dark-haired  girl  peered  out  to¬ 
ward  the  station.  One  of  the  old 
ladies  called  out  to  her. 

‘‘Susan  Goodrow,  why  don’t  you 
control  that  brother  of  yours?  He 
splashed  us.  He  did  it  on  purpose.” 


“Brother?”  She  blinked  at  them 
standing  in  the  rain.  “Oh,  you  mean 
Bud.” 

The  second  old  lady  snorted.  “The 
train  ain’t  in  yet.  And  it  won’t  do 
you  no  good  when  it  comes.  He’s 
bringing  a  wife  home  this  time.” 

“I’m  so  anxious  to  meet  her.”  The 
dark  girl  said  it  quite  firmly. 

Both  old  ladies  had  some¬ 
thing  quite  definite  to  say  to 
that,  but  an  extra  cold  splash  of  rain 
sent  them  scurrying  up  Elm  Street. 
The  dark  girl  heaved  a  sigh  and 
closed  the  door  carefully  against  the 
rain  and  cold  outside.  The  living 
room  was  most  inviting,  with  its  fine 
old  well-used  furniture  catching 
glints  from  the  dancing  flowers  on 
the  old  stone  hearth.  The  warm  light 
touched  books,  so  many  books,  and 
old  china  silver.  The  Haskins  living 
room  was  the  same  cozy  haven  as  al¬ 
ways,  but  the  girl  went  through  it 
and  on  to  the  kitchen.  Opening  the 
door,  she  whas  welcomed  by  the  fra¬ 
grance  of  cooking  and  laughter.  Mrs. 
Haskins  was  crouched  before  the 
stove  basting  the  roast  beef.  The 
laughter  came  from  a  great,  over¬ 
grown  boy  eating  a  cookie  greedily. 

“They  were  tryin’  to  look  in  your 
windows  so  I  splashed  them,”  he 
cried,  stuffing  more  cookie  into  an 
already  overloaded  mouth. 

“Bud!  Put  that  cake  down  imme¬ 
diately!”  cried  the  girl. 

“Aw,  go  look  out  the  door,”  he 
growled,  and  stuffed  in  more. 

Mrs.  Haskins  stood  up  smiling  and 
touched  the  girl’s  flushed  cheek. 
“Let  him  eat.  It  won’t  hurt  him. 
Good  food  never  hurt  anybody.” 

“And  Faith  says  I  can  stay  and 
have  supper  with  them.  I  knew  she’d 
say  it  if  I  asked  her  when  you  weren’t 
around  to  butt  in.” 

“Bud  Goodrow !  Don’t  you  talk 
like  that  to  me.  Look  at  you.  Soak¬ 
ing  wet.  Where  have  you  been?  Don’t 
lean  against  the  wall.  Now  look  what 
you’ve  done.  Oh,  I’m  so  ashamed  of 
you.  I  always  am.  You’re  so  messy.” 

“Faith,  will  you  tell  her  to  quit 
naggin’,”  growled  the  boy. 

The  girl  groaned.  “How  often  have 
I  told  you  to  say  Mrs.  Haskins.” 


r 


TOO  MANY  KISSES  43 


The  woman  patted  the  girl’s  arm. 
*Xet  him  call  me  Faith.  It  is  my 
name.”  She  turned.  “And  you  are 
very  wet,  Bud.  Go  upstairs  and  put 
on  some  dry  clothes.  Maybe  you  can 
find  something  of  Sam’s  that’ll  fit 
you.” 

“You  mean  it?” 

The  overgrown  boy  asked,  but  took 
no  chances  on  waiting  for  an  answer. 
He  darted  out  of  the  room,  almost 
bowling  his  sister  in  his  haste.  Mrs. 
Haskins  laughed  softly. 

“You  spoil  him,  Mrs.  Haskins.  You 
do.  I  can’t  do  anything  with  him.  I 
feel  ashamed.  He — he  splashed  wa¬ 
ter  on  Mrs.  Cusk  just  now.  Her 
stockings  and  dress  were  all  wet.  I 
Could  see  that,  so  I  know.” 

“Can’t  we  blame  God  and  the  rain 
for  that?”  laughed  the  woman. 

The  bellow  of  a  chantey  came  from 
upstairs.  It  was  not  one  of  those  sung 
in  concerts  and  the  words  were  not 
skimped  any.  Susan  started  for  the 
stairs  but  Mrs.  Haskins  caught  her 
arm. 

“Let  him  sing,  Susan.  It  only 
means  he  has  probably  found  some  of 
Sam’s  sea  clothes.  If  he  comes  down 
in  boots  and  a  sou’wester  let  him  be. 
He  is  so  excited  at  Sam’s  homecom¬ 
ing.  And  so  am  I  for  that  matter.” 

Susan  stood  very  straight.  “He 
doesn’t  have  good  sense.  I  can’t  make 
him  understand  Sam  is  married  now 
and — and  not  a  playmate  any  more. 
He  can’t  seem  to  realize  things  won’t 
be  the  same — now.” 

“I  don’t  think  any  of  us  can,  Su¬ 
san.” 

Susan’s  dark  head  was  high.  “I’m 
going  to  like  Ella  very  much.  I  know 
I  am.  She  must  be  perfect  or — or  Sam 
wouldn’t  love  her  so.” 

“We  all  shall  love  her,  Susan. 
That’s  why  you  and  Bud  arc  staying 
for  supper.  To  help  me.  I’m  not  sure 
I  know  how  to  greet  a  young,  elegant 
bride — especially  a  rich  one.” 

“You  know  how  to  do  everything!” 

The  girl  flung  enthusiastic  arms 
about  her  as  she  said  it.  There  was  a 
strain  in  her  voice  as  if  she  were  very 
near  tears.  Mrs.  Haskins  kissed  her 
lightly  but  warmly.  It  was  clear  t/zey 
felt  very  close  to  each  other. 

“Go  see  if  the  table’s  all  right.  I 


can’t  leave  this  oven.  Sam  must  have 
his  meat  just  so.  You  remember  how 
he  always  was.’ 

Susan  went  into  the  dining 

room,  winking  back  tears.  She 
had  resolved  not  to  let  her  emotions 
run  away  with  her,  not  to  let  any¬ 
thing  slip  out  such  as  she  had  just 
said.  She  was  going  to  love  Sam’s 
wife.  Yes,  love  her.  Everybody  was 
going  to  be  watching  her  like  a  cat, 
but  let  them  watch.  She  didn’t  care. 
She  wasn’t  afraid.  She  and  Sam  had 
just  been  good  friends  and  they  were 
going  to  go  on  being  good  friends  in 
spite  of  Mrs.  Cusk  and  all  her  gos¬ 
sipy  cronies.  This  was  a  modern 
world. 

She  scarcely  saw  the  dinner  ta¬ 
ble  but  she  knew  everything  would 
be  all  right.  Everything  Faith  Has¬ 
kins  did  was  all  right.  She  had  said 
it,  and  meant  it.  She’d  take  this 
stranger  to  her  heart  just  as  if  she 
were  a  Maine  girl,  a  Stonehaven  girl. 
The  state  of  Maine  had  always  been 
her  world,  she  never  had  been  out 
of  it,  not  even  to  Boston  as  she  al¬ 
ways  said,  but  she  would  welcome  an 
unknown  daughter  with  open  arms. 

The  phone  rang  from  the  library 
which  had  been  Mr.  Haskins’  study 
when  he  was  living.  At  the  same  mo¬ 
ment  the  doorbell  rang  and  Bud  be¬ 
gan  clumping  down  the  stairs,  shout¬ 
ing  his  loudest. 

“They’re  here!  Sam’s  come  home! 
Let  Sam  in.  Open  the  door.” 

Susan  gasped  and  scurried  toward 
the  phone.  It  was  a  grand  excuse. 
She  couldn’t  face  them  this  minute. 
She  couldn’t.  She — 

In  her  confusion  she  didn’t  see 
him  until  she  ran  into  him.  He  caught 
her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her  in  the 
same  eager,  boyish  way  that  had  al¬ 
ways  squeezed  her  heart.  His  hearty 
deep  laughter  sang  in  her  blood  like 
swift  music. 

“Where  are  you  running?  I’m 
home.  Give  me  a  big  kiss.” 

“The  telephone!”  she  gasped. 
“Let  it  ring.  Ella,  come  meet  my 
old  sweetheart.” 

Susan  had  a  glimpse  of  a  slim, 
tailored  figure  and  hair  touched  to 
gold  by  the  lights.  She  pushed  Sam 
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away  and  run  for  the  phone  just  as 
Bud  hurled  himself  upon  him.  Sam 
barely  stayed  on  his  feet  under  the 
impact. 

‘‘Sam!  Sami’’ 

Mrs.  Haskins  came  out  of  the 
kitchen,  wiping  her  hands  on  hpr 
apron.  She  walked  straight  to  the 
slim  blonde  girl  and  kissed  her  warm- 

ly- 

“Ella,  I’m  sure.  I  came  as  fast  as 
I  could.  I’d  know  you  anywhere. 
You’re  beautiful,  lovelier  than  any 
picture,  as  I  knew  you  would  be.” 

The  girl  stood  very  straight. 
“You’re  very  kind.’ 

Sam  broke  Buds  strangle  hold  and 
dumped  him  on  the  couch.  Catching 
his  mother  up,  he  swung  her  around 
in  a  complete  circle. 

“Mom  I  I’m  home.  I’ll  never  go 
away  again.  We’re  home  forever.” 

She  laughed.  “Put  me  down,  Sam. 
What  will  Ella  think  of  us?” 

“She’s  going  to  love  you  so  much 
she  won’t  think  at  all.  Come  on  now, 
Mom.  Kiss  her  like  I  told  her  you 
would.  Maine  style.” 

The  gi4;l  smiled.  “I’ve  already  had 
a  kiss.” 

“I  didn’t  see  it,  again.  Don’t  argue. 
I’m  the  boss.  We’re  home.” 

Bud  bulked  up  from  the  couch.  “I 
want  a  kiss,  too.” 

Sam  shoved  him  down  again  gaily. 
Mrs.  Haskins  took  the  girl’s  hands. 

“We  aren’t  always  so  crazy.  You 
mustn’t  think  so.  It’s  just  because 
you’ve  come  home  to  us.” 

“I — I  was  hoping  you  were  always 
like  this.  I  like  it.” 

Sam  flung  an  arm  about  her  pos- 
pessively.  “I  call  her  Beautiful  be¬ 
cause  she’s  the  most  beautiful  girl 
in  the  world.  Look  at  her  hair.  Mom. 
It’s  real  gold.  They  don’t  have  half 
as  much  at  Fort  Knox.” 

Susan  came  slowly  from  the  li¬ 
brary.  “It  was  Dr  Hinchley. 
He’ll  be  here  in  half  an  hour.  Some¬ 
thing  turned  up  at  the  last  minute.” 

Sam  chortled.  “Who  wants  old 
doc  Mom,  Susan  blushed  just  be¬ 
cause  I  gave  her  a  hug  and  kiss.  You 
tell  Ella,  Susan’s  my  old  sweetheart.” 
“I’m  sure  you’ve  told  her.” 

“Come  on,  girls,  Kiss  and  be  pals.” 


Susan  came  forward  and  kissed 
Ella  primly.  “Welcome  to  Stone¬ 
haven.” 

Bud  stood  upon  the  couch.  He  was 
not  wearing  a  sou’wester,  but  he  did 
have  on  a  fisherman’s  jersey  and 
pants  and  boots. 

“I  want  a  kiss,  too,”  he  shouted.  “I 
want  to  kiss  Ella.” 

Ella  laughed  suddenly  and  cross¬ 
ing  to  him,  kissed  him  lightly. 

“I  was  hoping  there  would  be  at 
least  one  real  Maine  fisherman  to 
welcome  me.” 

Susan  flushed.  “It’s  only  Bud.  He 
— he  isn’t  anything.” 

Bud  stuck  his  tongue  out  at  her. 
“Anyway,  I  don’t  say  ‘Welcome  to 
Stonehaven’  like  I  worked  for  the 
Chamber  of  Commerce.” 

“Get  off  that  couch  this  minute. 
I’ve  told  you  a  thousand  times.’ 

Sam  took  his  mother’s  face  be¬ 
tween  his  big,  strong  hands  and 
kissed  her.'  “We’re  starved.  When-  do 
we  eat.  Mom?  We  got  to  show  Ella 
how  Maine  folks  eat?” 

“The  sooner  you  let  me  get  back 
to  work  the  sooner  we  eat.” 

He  ran  with  her  into  the  kitchen. 
Bud  half  fell  off  the  couch  and  fol¬ 
lowed.  Susan  drew  a  deep  breath  and 
managed  a  smile. 

“Could — could  I  show  you  your 
room?  I’m  sure  you’re  tired.  Our 
train  is  so  slow.” 

Ella  hesitated,  then  took  her  hand. 
“You  can  do  so  much  more,  if  you 
will.  You  can  be  my  friend.  Will 
you?  Say  yes  without  thinking.” 

“But  of  course.  You  are  Sam’s 
wife.  We  all—” 

The  blonde  girl  took  her  arm. 
“Then  take  me  into  the  khchen.” 

Ella  was  never  to  forget  her 
first  night  in  Faith  Haskins’ 

house.  It  was  her  first  night  in 

Maine  as  well,  her  first  touch  of 

Maine  life.  She  didn’t  consider  Sam 
a  Maine  man,  though  he  thought  of 
himself  as  nothing  else.  She  was  too 
much  in  love  with  him  for  him  to  be 
anything  but  just  Sam.  She  had  loved 
him  from  the  minute  her  father  had 
introduced  him  and  said,  “I  want 

you  to  meet  our  latest  bright  boy. 
He’s  from  Maine.’  That  night  she 
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had  told  herself  she  was  going  to 
marry  him.  It  hadn’t  been  easy,  but 
she  had  overcome  even  his  stubborn¬ 
ness  and  she  was  safely  married  to 
him  now.  He  had  defied  her  father 
and  brought  her  home  to  his  world, 
his  life.  He  had  refused  all  gifts.  He 
would  take  care  of  his  wife. 

She  drew  the  covers  up  to  her  chin 
and  felt  strangely  cozy.  The  room 
had  been  freshly  papered  and  painted 
for  their  coming.  It  was  a  big  room 
and  everything  in  it  could  have  been 
on  proud  display  in  an  antique  shop. 
It  was  plain  and  yet  so  fine,  just  as 
the  glassware  and  china  and  silver  had 
been  at  dinner.  Just  as  the  food  had 
been,  and  Faith,  too. 

Ella  was  glad  she  was  to  call  Sam’s 
mother  Faith.  Somehow  the  name 
suited  her,  as  she  had  hoped  it  would, 
just  as  she  couldn’t  imagine  Sam  be¬ 
ing  anything  but  Sam.  Not  Samuel 
surely.  And  she  hadn’t  wanted  to 
call  her  Mother.  Her  own  mother  was 
Mother.  She  didn’t  like  the  word. 
She  wasn’t  going  to  let  Faith  mother 
her.  She  had  never  had  that  and  she 
didn’t  want  it.  She  wanted  something 
else,  just  what  she  wasn’t  sure.  May¬ 
be  it  was  simple  kindliness  and  pure 
friendship.  In  her  life  she  had  never 
had  that.  She  had  had  all  the  lux¬ 
uries,  everything  that  cost  a  lot,  but 
nothing  as  simple  as  that. 

She  heard  Sam’s  quick  hearty 
laugh.  She  had  come  to  think  of  it 
as  his  Maine  laugh.  It  had  somehow 
always  seemed  out  of  place  in  her 
house.  Her  mother  called  it  his  horse 
laugh,  especially  when  she  had  just 
had  had  a  few  cocktails  too  many. 
Her  father  had  thought  it  meant  Sam 
was  good-natured  and  easy  to  han¬ 
dle — until  he  found  out  better.  She 
hugged  herself  at  the  thought.  For 
the  first  time  in  her  whole  life  her 
father  had  been  defied,  and  beaten. 
For  the  first  time  he  had  found 
laughter  to  mean  complete  lack  of 
respect  for  his  money.  That  was  why 
they  were  here  now.  The  rich  pam¬ 
pered  girl  was  Sam’s  wife,  so  she 
must  live  Sam’s  way. 

And  she  was  glad  to  be  here 
now.  As  if  in  response  to  that 
thought,  the  door  opened  and  Sam’s 
mother  came  in  carrying  a  loaded 


tray.  Ella  sat  up  in  bed  quickly,  her 
cheeks  flushed.  Her  new  dreams  tum- 
laled  about  her. 

“You  didn’t  bring  me  breakfast  in 
bed!  Please  say  you  didn’t.” 

“Then  I  didn’t.”  Faith’s  clear  gray 
eyes  twinkled.  “I  just  had  to  show 
you  my  new  tray-table.  Susan  gave 
it  to  me  for  Christmas  and  I’ve  never 
had  a  chance  to  use  it  yet.  See,  you 
press  a  button  and  you  have  a  table.” 

The  legs  dropped  down  and  she 
set  it  by  the  bed.  At  the  same  time 
Ella  saw  it  was  set  for  two.  She 
clapped  her  hands  like  a  child. 

“You’re  going  to  have  breakfast 
with  me?  Just  we  two?” 

“If  I  may.  I  thought  we  could  get 
acquainted  better  this  way.” 

Ella  jumped  out  of  bed  to  kiss  her 
impulsively.  “You’re  going  to  spoil 
me.  I  know  you  are.  And  I  don’t 
want  you  to  do  it.” 

The  woman  patted  her  cheek. 
“Aren’t  you  supposed  to  be  spoiled 
already?  ’ 

“I  know  you’ll  think  so.  I’m  ab¬ 
solutely  useless.  Helpless.  There 
isn’t  a  thing  in  the  world  that  I  can 
do.” 

“I  hardly  think  so.”  Faith  drew  up 
a  chair  and  sat  down  quietly.  “You 
have  worked  a  miracle  with  my  son. 
He  used  to  be  too  quiet,  too  dark,  too 
much  concerned  with  getting  ahead. 
Money,  you  know.” 

Ella  laughed;  “How  funny  to  hear 
you  say  that.  Sam  laughs  at  money. 
It — it’s  why  I’m  so  proud  of  him. 
It’s  why  we’re  here.  Don’t  you  rea¬ 
lize?” 

Faith  poured  the  fragrant  tea.  “If 
he  has  learned  to  laugh  you  taught 
him,  Ella.  I  was  afraid  no  one  could 
change  his  dark  nature  any  more 
than  his  dark  hair  and  eyes.” 

“No  indeed.  It’s  his  Maine  laugh. 
I  called  it  that  even  before  I  heard  it 
again  just  now.  I’m  only  beginning  to 
understand  what  home  means  to 
him.” 

“You  mean  his  laugh  when  Susan 
came  a  minute  ago?” 

Ella  felt  something  touch  her 
heart  like  an  icy  finger.  But  she 
held  her  smile,  knowing  Faith  was 
watching  her  carefully. 
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‘‘Did— did  Susan  come?  Why  didn’t 
you  bring  her  up?  She  is  such  a  real 
person.” 

“Because  I’m  selfish.  I  want  you 
to  myself  for  a  little  while.  I  never 
had  a  daughter.  I  had  to  wait  to  have 
one  brought  home  to  me.” 

“You’re  going  to  see  much  too 
much  of  me  in  no  time  at  all.” 

“I  don’t  think  so.  Try  your  tea.  It 
is  something  quite  special.” 

Sam’s  voice  called  up  from  outside. 
“Get  up,  lazy-bones.  The  day  is  half 
over.” 

Ella  ran  to  the  window  and  looked 
down  at  him.  He  and  Susan  were 
standing  side  by  side  looking  up  at 
her.  Susan  called  “good  morning.” 

Ella  drew  a  deep  breath.  “You’re 
up  early,  Susan.” 

The  girl  laughed  easily.  There  was 
a  resemblance  to  Sam’s  laugh.  “I’ve 
been  up  for  hours,”  she  cried.  “It’s 
beautiful  on  the  water,  A  real  sailing 
breeze.  I  came  to  tell  Sam  he  must 
be  sure  to  take  you  out  so  you  can 
really  appreciate  Stonehaven.  Our 
bay  is  our  pride.  You  must  sail  to 
the  islands.” 

“I  hate  sailing.” 

“You  won’t  up  here.  To  sail  on 
Penobscot  Bay  is  heaven.  Tell  her, 
Sam.” 

Sam  chortled.  “We’ll  show  her.  I’ve 
been  hungering  for  a  sail  with  you, 
Susan.  Beautiful,  get  dressed  fast  or 
we’ll  run  off  and  leave  you.  It’s  in 
our  blood  to  run  away  to  sea.” 

“Go  ahead.  I’m  talking  to  Faith.  I 
have  to  learn  things.  Your  mother  is 
giving  me  the  low-down  on  every¬ 
thing.”  ^ 

Susan  flung  back  her  dark  hair. 

“The  best  thing  you  can  learn 
down  here  is  how  to  enjoy  the  water. 
This  is  boat  country.  Bud  is  down 
shining  up  the  boat  for  you  now.  He 
wants  to  show  you  what  a  sailor  he 
is.” 

Faith  came  to  the  window.  “Ella 
and  I  are  having  breakfast,  Susan.” 

“You  had  one  with  me  already, 
Mom,”  laughed  Sam.  “You’ll  get  fat.” 

“All  right.  I’m  willing  to  do  any¬ 
thing  in  a  good  cause.” 

Sam  grinned.  “Susan  and  I  are  go¬ 
ing  sailing.  What  do  you  think  I 


came  back  home  for?  And  on  a  day 
like  this.  Look  at  that  sky.” 

Faith  spoke  quietly.  “You  can  wait 
an  hour  or  two,  Sam.  Be  sensible.” 
But  the  wind  may  die  down.” 
“So  much  the  better.  There  is  no 
need  of  scaring  Ella  to  death  right 
away.” 

“You  can’t  scare  her.  She  flies 
planes.  She  scared  me.  You  don’t 
know  her.” 

Susan  laughed.  “Come  on,  Ella. 
You’ll  have  to  learn  lots  of  things 
now  you’re  married  to  a  fisherman. 
You  have  to  get  salt  in  your  blood 
right  away.” 

Ella  laughed.  “I  can’t  give  up 
breakfast.  You  two  go  sailing  and 
I’ll  be  able  to  get  sick  enough  just 
hearing  you  tell  about  it.” 

“All  right,”  shouted  Sam.  “We’ll 
be  back  for  dinner.  Save  some  if 
we’re  late.” 

He  caught  Susan’s  arm.  His  moth¬ 
er’s  voice  was  quick  and  sharp. 
“Sam!  You  can’t  do  that!” 

If  he  heard  her  he  paid  no  atten¬ 
tion.  Ella  watched  them  dash  off 
through  the  garden  and  out  the  back 
gate  into  the  land  leading  to  the  wa¬ 
ter.  She  paused  by  the  mirror  to  run 
a  comb  through  her  long  golden  hair, 
then  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and 
picked  up  her  cup  gaily.  She  mustn’t 
let^  Faith  see  that  her  hand  trembled. 

“Now  we  can  have  a  good  talk  and 
take  our  time.  Your  tea  is  swell.” 

Faith  came  and  put  a  hand  gently 
on  her  shoulder.  “I  feel  I  should 
apologize  for  Sam.  He  and  Susan 
were  always  crazy  about  sailing.  She 
— she’s  like  a  man  in  a  boat.  It  is 
very  hard  to  explain  to  anyone.” 

“You  mean  she  is  like  Susan.  Sam 
has  told  me  about  all  that.  He— he 
was  very  frank.  He  felt  I  should 
know.” 

“You  mustn’t  feel  hurt.  He  was 
always  so  head-strong  and  impulsive. 
I’m  afraid  selfish,  too.” 

Should  I  feel  hurt?”  Ella  raised 
her  brows  ever  so  little. 

“If  you’re  a  sensible  as  well  as  a 
beautiful  girl,  you  won’t.” 

“And  suppose  I’m  not  sensible.” 
Ella  paused  to  sip  her  tea.  “You 
know  my  family  have  never  consid¬ 
ered  I  had  a  grain  of  common  sense.” 
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Faith  smiled.  ‘^Uncommon  sense 
is  very  much  better.  I’m  sure  of 
it.” 

“The  kind  you  have?” 

“The  kind  I  try  to  have,  Ella.  That 
isn’t  always  the  same.” 

“But  you  are  going  to  use  it  try¬ 
ing  to  make  yourself  like  me,  aren’t 
you?  Don’t  think.  Just  say  yes.  I 
want  you  to  like  me,  and — and  I  have 
been  afraid  you  wouldn’t.  Why  not? 
This  isn’t  my  world  at  all.” 

Faith  sighed  softly.  ‘1  have  been 
afraid,  too.  I’m  not  any  more.” 

“Not  even  when  you  see  I  am  just 
what  you  feared — a  butterfly?” 

“A  beautiful  butterly.  And  I’m 
afraid  I  love  butterflies.  They  mean 
sumer  and  happiness.  I  want  to  make 
all  this  your  world.” 

Ella  leaned  toward  her.  “Will  you 
try  to  love  me?” 

“I’m  hoping  you’ll  let  me  be  a  sec¬ 
ond  mother  to  you.” 

Ella  jumped  up  and  stood  in  the 
middle  of  the  room.  “You  don’t  un¬ 
derstand.  I’ve  never  had  any  mother 
at  all.  It’s  just  an  empty  word  to  me. 
All  I  got  from  my  nother  was  ray 
hair.  She  never  had  any  time  for  me. 
Bridge  is  so  important.  And  —  and 
cocktails.  When  I  came  away  my 
mother  was  too  drunk  to  say  good¬ 
bye.  Do  you  realize  what  that  means? 
My  mother  was  too  d^-unk.  And  my 
father  said  a  little  taste  of  pauper 
life  would  do  me  good.  And  my  sis* 
ter  said  I’d  be  damned  glad  to  come 
running  back  as  soon  as  I  saw  I 
didn’t  fit  in  here.” 

Her  voice  had  gotten  louder, 
shriller,  ending  in  a  kind  of  half¬ 
scream.  Faith  got  up  and  put  both 
hands  steadyingly  on  the  slim  shoul¬ 
ders. 

“You  do  fit  in  here.  I  need  you. 
I’ve  never  had  a  daughter.  I’ve  al¬ 
ways  wanted  one.  I  never  dreamed 
I’d  be  so  lucky.  This  is  your  home.”^ 
Ella  looked  around  slowly.  “It’s  a 
beautiful  home.  Even  your  tea 
things.” 

“They  are  Lowestoft.  Grandfather 
had  them  made  and  brought  them 
back  when  he  was  young.  My  grand¬ 
mother  was  with  him.  It  was  their 
wedding  trip.  I’ll  tell  you  about  it 
sometime.  I  have  Grandfather’s  log 


books  and  Grandmother’s  diaries.  And 
so  many  letters.  They  wrote  long  let¬ 
ters  in  those  days  when  separations 
were  long.” 

Ella  shivered.  “I  don’t  want  to 
think  about  separations.  I  want  love 
all  the  time.  I  want  everything  I’ve 
never  had.  I  want  to  be  with  Sam 
every  minute.  I — I  want  to  be  with 
him  now.” 

Faith  patted  her  arm.  “Why  don’t 
you  dress  and  we’ll  walk  down  to 
the  wharf?  We’re  very  proud  of  our 
harbor.  Has  Sam  told  you  there  was 
a  time  when  Stonehaven  ships  were 
seen  in  every  port  of  the  world?” 

There  was  not  time  to  answer. 
Bud’s  voice  roared  up  from  below. 
He  had  come  after  Ella.  It  wasn’t 
too  windy.  They  were  waiting  for 
her.  Susan  had  sent  him  for  her.  She 
was  to  make  it  snappy. 

Ella  ran  about  catching  at  her 
clothes  excitedly.  Faith  picked  up 
her  table  tray  and  spoke  softly. 
“Aren’t  you  afraid  of  the  water?” 

“I  don’t  dare  to  be  now.  Tell  him 
I’ll  be  right  down.  He  sent  for  me. 
Sam  sent  for  me.  Let  the  wind  blow 
its  worst.” 

Faith  HASKINS  was  mowing 
the  lawn  in  front  of  her  house 
when  the  afternoon  train  came  in.  It 
was  a  beautiful  day  after  several  days 
of  rain  and  fog,  and  the  grass  needed 
cutting.  It  had  seemed  to  leap  up 
under  the  kiss  of  the  sun  to  prove  it 
was  June — and  perfect  June  today. 
She  stood  straight  watching  the  peo¬ 
ple  pour  out  of  the  station  afoot  and 
in  taxis.  Stonehaven  was  the  end  of 
the  line.  Only  this  morning  the  fat 
writer  next  door  had  said  he  liked  a 
town  at  the  end  of  the  rails  where 
the  tracks  ran  down  into  the  sea.  She 
had  laughed  at  the  way  he  said  it,  and 
she  could  smile  now.  She  could  also 
stand  very  straight  to  watch  the 
strangers  arriving  and  satisfy  her 
curiosity  about  life  even  as  she  eased 
her  back.  Mowing  wasn’t  as  easy  as  it 
once  had  been.  She  had  promised 
Sam  she  wouldn’t  mow  while  he  was 
away,  but  he  had  his  own  work. 
Everybody  worked  in  Stonehaven. 
Even  Ella  worked  now. 

She  sighed  faintly.  Ella  had  shown 
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an  unexpected  determination.  She 
had  not  only  gotten  a  job  but  an¬ 
nounced  at  the  same  time  that  she 
had  found  an  apartment  for  herself 
and  Sam.  It  was  just  a  little  place 
over  a  store.  Sam  had  come  back  from 
his  trip  and  had  approved  of  the 
apartment  if  not  of  the  job.  Faith 
felt  she  didn’t  know  or  understand 
him  any  more.  Ella  had  kissed  her 
and  said,  “Sam  and  I  have  to  live 
alone.  We’re  leaving  your  house  so 
we  can  have  you  all  the  more.  We’re 
separating  so  we  can  be  closer.  I’m 
a  Maine  girl  now.  I  have  work  to  do.” 

It  didn’t  make  sense,  of  course. 
And  yet  she  had  to  respect  Ella  for 
going  out  and  getting  a  job  so  she 
wouldn’t  just  be  waiting  for  Sam  all 
the  time.  She  hadn’t  expected  any¬ 
thing  like  that.  She — 

“Could  you  direct  me  to  Mrs.  Has¬ 
kins’  house?”  Faith  stared  at  the 
tall,  smiling  stranger  who  had 
crossed  the  road  to  her.  She  was  sure 
at  a  glance  that  she  had  never  seen 
such  a  handsome  man.  He  seemed  a 
very  picture  of  success,  a  man  who 
had  everything,  who  always  had  had 
everything.  She  thrust  away  such  a 
crazy  thought  for  a  sensible  old 
Maine  woman  like  herself.  Besides, 
the  man  was  waiting  while  she  stared 
at  him. 

“Which  Mrs.  Haskins  did  you 
want?  I  am  Faith  Haskins.” 

His  smile  widened  and  his  white 
teeth  flashed. 

“Then  my  hunch  was  right.  I  was 
hoping  you  would  be  Faith  Haskins 
as  I  saw  you  standing  there.  Ella 
must  have  told  you  about  me.  I  am 
Mel  Winslow.” 

HE  WOMAN  felt  a  faint  shiver 
touch  her  spine,  though  the  day 
didn’t  warrant  it.  She  didn’t  offer  her 
hand.  She  didn’t  smile  as  she  spoke. 

“Do  you  mean  my  daughter-in- 
law,  Ella?” 

“That’s  right.  Ella  Wheeler.  She 
surely  told  you  about  Mel.” 

“You  mean  Ella  Haskins,  of 
course.” 

He  chuckled.  “I’ll  have  to  get  used 
to  that.  You  see  we  were  practically 
raised  together.  I  can’t  seem  to  realize 
Ella  is  married.  She  wrote  me  all 


about  you,  of  couse.” 

“All?”  Faith  paused,  then  spoke 
quietly.  “No,  Mr.  Winslow.  My 
daughter-in-law  never  mentioned 
your  name.  I  suppose  there  was  no 
reason  for  her  to^do  so.” 

He  laughed  easily,  “Fll  scold  her 
for  that.  Is  she  in  the  house?  You 
watch  how  surprised  she’ll  look  when 
she  sees  me.” 

Faith  had  no  answering  smile.  “I’m 
afraid  I  won’t  be  able  to  watch,  Mr. 
^Yinslow,  because  Ella  isn’t  here  any 
more.” 

Mel  Winslow  stopped  lauehin?. 
“You  mean — ?’  ’ 

Just  what  I  say.  My  daughter-in- 
law  doesnt  live  here  anymore.  My 
son  is  away  on  a  fishing  trip.  If  you’ll 
excuse  me  I’ll  try  to  get  this  strip 
finished  before  summer  time.” 

She  grasped  the  handles  firmly  and 
mowed  away  from  him.  He  was  still 
standing  in  the  same  spot  as  she 
mowed  back  to  him.  He  still  held  his 
hat  in  his  hand  and  the  afternoon  sun 
slipped  through  the  elm  tree  to  touch 
his  sleek  fair  hair  and  puzzled  blue 
eyes. 

“Can  you  direct  me  to  where  Ella 
lives  now?”  he  asked  in  a  new  quiet 
voice  no  longer  full  of  laughing  con¬ 
fidence.  “You  see  I  am  a  very  old 
friend  of  the  family  and — ” 

“You  don’t  look  very  old  to  me.” 
“I  mean—” 

“I’m  sure  you  do.  But  my  daughter- 
in-law  never  mentioned  you — or  any¬ 
one  else  back  where  she  came  from. 
Since  she  is  in  Maine  now  and  mar¬ 
ried  to  my  son,  there  wouldn’t  be  any 
point  in  talking  about  Ohio,  would 
there?  When  a  woman  marries  she 
begins  a  new  life— her  real  life. 
Would  you  mind  moving  so  I  could 
mow  that  spot  you’re  standing  on?” 

He  stood  very  stiff.  “Would  you 
mind  telling  me  where  I  can  find 
Ella  Wheeler?” 

“I  don’t  know  any  such  person.” 
She  mowed  right  at  him  and  he  was- 
forced  to  move  aside.  Hi's  blue  eyes 
flashed. 

“Would  you  know  Ella  Haskins?” 
“You  mean  Mrs.  Sam  Haskins? 
You  can’t  see  her.  She’s  working.” 

“Working?”  His  jaw  actually 
dropped  as  he  spoke. 
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FE  HAD  TO  wait  until  Faith 

_ L  mowed  away  f7om  him  and 

came  back.  He  felt  like  shouting  at 
her  but  knew  it  would  be  useless. 

“Of  course  she’s  working.  Every¬ 
body  works,  at  least  every  decent  per¬ 
son  does.  We  don’t  like,  drones.  This 
is  Maine.” 

“I’m  beginning  to  realize  it,  Mrs. 
Haskins.  Now  if  you’d  be  so  kind  as 
to  tell  me  where  Ella  works,  per¬ 
haps — ” 

“Dime  store.” 

The  two  words  seemed  to  slap  at 
him  as  she  mowed  away.  Two  women 
came  up  the  street  with  bundles  and 
stared  at  him.  He  stood  irresolute. 
Faith  came  back  to  him  and  paused. 

“Do  you  expect  me  to  stop  my  work 
and  go  chasin’  around  with  you  try¬ 
ing  to  interrupt  Ella  in  her  work? 
Jobs  aren’t  so  easy  to  get  in  this 
town,  let  me  tell  you.”  ^ 

Mel  was  angry  at  last.  “Ella  doesn  t 
need  any  job.  She  could  buy  up  your 
whole  town  if  she  wanted  to.” 

“Could  she?  If  you’re  such  an  old 
friend  as  you  claim  to  be,  perhaps 
you  know  her  father  cut  her  off  for 
marrying  my  Sam.” 

“He  certainly  did  not.  Your  Sam 
was  a  lunkhead  and  wouldn’t  take 
what  he  was  given.  Anyway,  Ella  has 

her  own  money.”  ^ 

“That’s  why  you’re  runnin  after 
her.  I  thought  so.  It  won’t  do  you  any 
good.  I  advise  you  to  turn  right 
around.” 

He  did  so  and  marched  firmly  to 
the  station  where  he  had  left  his  bag 
on  a  seat.  He  checked  it  and  asked 
where  the  dime  store  was.  The  man 
looked  at  him  slyly. 

“Wouldn’t  Faith  Haskins  tell  you 
what  you  wanted  to  know?” 

“No.”  ,  ,  , 

“Then  I’m  afraid  I  don  t  know 

much  either  if  she  don’t.” 

Mel  steadied  himself.  ‘T  can  see 
I’ll  like  Stonehaven.” 

“Best  town  in  Maine,  mister. 

“I  see.  Then  I’m  sure  I’ll  nkc 

Maine.”  ,  , 

Mel  was  sure  he  had  never  been 
so  irritated  in  all  his  life.  But 
it  went  deeper  than  that.  Something 
had  happened,  he  was  sure  of  that. 
The  idea  of  Ella  Wheeler  working 


in  a  ten-cent  store  was  so  utterly  pre¬ 
posterous  that  it  couldn’t  be  taken  se¬ 
riously.  From  what  he  heard  about 
Sam  Haskins  he  hadn’t  expected  a 
very  cordial  reception  but  this  was 
too  much.  Clearly  things  were  even 
worse  than  he  had  feared.  He  was 
going  to  do  something  about  it,  and 
do  it  at  once. 


HE  THOUGHT  satisfied  him. 

__  He  felt  no  need  to  be  fair  to  the 
state,  the  town,  or  anyone  in  it.  He 
had  come  to  see  Ella  to  find  out  how 
she  was  doing,  and  was  quite  ready 
to  find  all  evidence  pointing  to  the 
fact  that  she  had  made  a  grave  mis¬ 
take  and  felt  trapped.  He  had  never 
met  Sam  but  he  felt  he  knew  about 
him.  He  had  been  away  in  South 
America  on  a  business  trip  and  so  had 
missed  the  whole  courtship  and  mar¬ 
riage  of  the  one  girl  in  the  world  for 
him,  the  girl  he  had  expected  to  mar¬ 
ry  on  his  return.  Married  or  not,  Ella 
knew  she  could  always  turn  to  him 
and  call  on  him.  He  was  sure  her  let¬ 
ter  had  an  appeal,  even  though  a  su¬ 
perficial  reading  might  make  one 
think  she  was  very  happy.  Before  he 
had  been  here  five  minutes  he  ^  had 
complete  assurance  that  he  was  right. 

He  strode  firmly  along  the  Main 
street  which  was  easy  enough  to  find, 
because  it  was  only  a  block  away  from 
the  station  and  curved  to  follow  the 
harbor. 

He  like  that,  and  the  glimpses 
of  the  bay  and  boats.  He 
knew  nothing  of  boats,  all  his  travel¬ 
ing  to  and  around  South  America  had 
been  by  plane,  but  there  was  a  pret¬ 
tiness  about  the  sailboats.  Like  toys, 
of  course,  or  memories  of  the  past. 
Ella  had  written  that  Stonehaven  had 
once  been  an  important  port  and  ship¬ 
building  center  and  had  sent  ships 
all  over  the  world,  but  there  certainly 
He  must  certainly  get  Ella  out  of 
any  such  place  as  this.  Two  drunks 
bumped  into  him  and  he  thrust  them 
aside  with  a  firmness  that  made  them 
blink— but  they  didn’t  say  anything. 
One  look  at  this  blond  giant  made 
even  their  alcohol-dulled  brains  de¬ 
cide  against  even  a  mutter. 

And  they  weren’t  the  only  ones 
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who  stared  after  Mel  as  he  strode 
along,  indifferent  to  all  stares  and  in^ 
tent  only  on  finding  thf  girl  he  had 
come  to  find.  Bud  saw  him  and  won¬ 
dered  who  he  was  without  realizing 
that  he  was  to  find  out  very  soon. 
Bud  even  followed  him  in  the  vague 
way  of  an  over-grown  boy  wandering 
along  Main  Street  on  a  bright  after¬ 
noon,  not  knowing  just  what  to  do 
and  having  no  money  to  spend.  Bud 
grinned  as  he  recognized  what  the 
tall  handsome  man  was  doing.  He  was 
going  from  one  ten-cent  store  to  the 
next.  Bud  realized  at  the  third  one. 
At  the  fourth  one  he  bumped  into 
the  man,  who  came  out  frowning.  Bud 
grinned  and  Mel  stopped. 

“How  many  dime  stores  are  there 
in  this  town,  Sonny?” 

“You’ve  been  to  all  of  them,  mister. 
We  only  got  four.” 

Mel’s  eyes  narrowed  a  little.  “How 
do  you  know?” 

“I  see  things,  sometimes.  I  notice 
strangers  sometimes.” 

Mel  found  himself  disarmed  by 
that  grin.  “I  bet  you  know  everybody 
in  town,  don’t  you?” 

“I  know  some,”  answered  Bud  with 
true  Maine  caution. 

“Know  Ella  Wheeler,  I  mean  Mrs. 
Bam  Haskins,  who  works  in  one  of 
the  ten-cent  stores?” 

“She  don’t.” 

Mel  had  asked  the  question 
without  expecting  any  such  di¬ 
rect  answer  as  he  got.  The  overgrown 
youngster  was  staring  straight  at  him 
and  not  grinning  now.  Mel  drew  a 
half-dollar  out  of  his  pocket. 

“I’ll  give  you  this  if  you  tell  me 
where  Mrs.  Haskins  lives.” 

“What  do  you  want  to  know  for?” 
Mel  smiled  his  famous  smile  which 
he  knew  always  had  value. 

“I’m  an  old  friend  of  hers.” 

“From  Ohio?”  Bud’s  voice  was  very 
earnest. 

‘'That’s  right.  Ella  and  I  were  child¬ 
ren  together  and — ” 

“Then  I  don’t  know  where  she 
lives.” 

The  boy  said  it  cooly  and  turned 
away.  For  a  second  Mel  stared  blank¬ 
ly;  then  he  walked  after  him  and 
caught  him  up  in  a  dozen  strides.  His 


hand  was  strong  as  he  caught  the 
boy  s  shoulder  and  swung  him  around. 

'‘Just  a  minute.  I  want  to  talk  to 
you,  Sonny.  I — ” 

“My  name  is  Bud.  Bud  Goodrow.” 
There  was  an  arresting  dignity  in 
the  words.  Mel  dropped  his  hand  and 
smiled  again. 

“All  right.  Bud.  My  name  is  Mel 
Winslow.  I  have  come  to  see  Mrs. 
Haskins.  The  Mrs.  Haskins  down  by 
the  station  told  me  Ella  worked  in  the 
dime  store.” 

“If  she  said  so  it  must  be  so,  Mr. 
Winslow.” 

“So  you  don’t  think  you’d  like  to 
earn  a  half-dollar,  eh.  Bud?” 

“We  don’t  take  money  for  answer¬ 
ing  questions-— or  offer  it.” 

Mel  put  the  coin  back  in  his  pocket, 

I  thought  down-easters  never  missed 
a  chance  to  earn  money.” 

“That  wouldn’t  be  earnin  it.  If  you 
talked  to  Mrs.  Haskins  down  by  the 
station,  why  didn’t  she  tell  you  where 
Ella  lived?” 

“Are  all  you  people  as  suspicious  as 
this?  Are  you  all  trying  to  hide  some¬ 
thing?” 

Bud’s  eyes  twinkled.  “Is  it  worth 
a  dollar  to  see  her?” 

Mel  held  out  two  lialf  dollars.  Bud 
took  them  and  slipped  them  into  a 
pocket.  He  was  ginning  again. 

“If  you  wanna  see  Ella  all  you  got 
to  do  is  turn  around.” 

Mel  turned  swiftly,  and  there 
was  Ella  staring  at  him  incred¬ 
ulously  from  the  window  of  the  jew¬ 
elry  store  in  front  of  which  he  was 
standing.  He  fairly  leaped  into  the 
store  and  caught  both  her  hands  in  his. 
He  cried,  “Ella!”  and  then  couldn’t 
say  any  more.  She  spoke  slowly. 

“What  were  you  and  Bud  Goodrow 
talking  about?” 

The  question  broke  the  spell.  Mel’s 
laugh  was  quick. 

“He  was  getting  a  dollar  out  of  me 
to  tell  me  where  to  find  you.” 

“A  dollar?” 

“Your  mother-in-law  refused  to  tell 
me  anything.  I  don’t  think  Maine 
likes  me,  darling.  Faith  told  me  you 
worked  in  a  dime  store.” 
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'‘Mel!  You’re  teasing.  You’re  mak¬ 
ing  it  up.” 

He  still  held  her  hands.  He  looked 
straight  into  her  eyes. 

“I’m  taking  you  out  of  all  this,  El¬ 
la.  Or  else  you’re  going  to  explain  a 
lot  of  things.” 

An  old  man  came  forward,  frown¬ 
ing.  “You’re  wanted  on  the  phone, 
Mrs.  Haskins.” 

Ella  thanked  him  and  hurried  into 
the  back.  The  old  man  came  forward 
and  spoke  coldly. 

“Did  you  want  anything,  young 
man?” 

“Yes,  I  want  to  talk  to  Ella.” 

“Mrs  Haskins  has  no  time  to  waste 
until  we  close  at  six  o’  clock.” 

It  was  the  surly  tone  of  voice  more 
than  the  actual  words  which  made 
Mel  furious.  Thrusting  the  man  a- 
side,  he  marched  into  the  room  at  the 
back  of  the  store.  Ella  was  telephon¬ 
ing  at  a  small  table.  He  stood  watch¬ 
ing  her  as  if  afraid  she  would  slip 
away  from  him.  She  hung  up  and  came 
toward  him  smiling. 

“It  was  Faith  inviting  us  to  dinner 

tonight.” 

“Us?”  ,  ^ 

She  laughed  a  little  tightly  and  nod¬ 
ded.  “She  thought  you  were  very  in¬ 
teresting.  You’ll  get^  a  fine  dinner 
evei'  at  short  notice.” 

T1  e  old  man  growled  from  the  door¬ 
way.  “Are  you  working  for  me  or  are 
you  n*ot,  Mrs.  Haskins?” 

“She  is  not,”  said  Mel  firmly.  Get 
your  hat,  Ella.” 

She  laughed  and  patted  the  old 
man’s  arm.  “I’ll  have  to  get  off  the 
rest  of  the  afternoon,  Mr.  Galton. 
This  is  Mel  Winslow,  my  very  best 
friend,  and  I  must  entertain  hini.’' 

“You  don’t  leave  this  place  till  six 
o’clock  Mrs.  Haskins.” 

Mel’s  eyes  flashed  but  Ella  spoke. 
“I  am  leaving  right  now,  Mr.  Galton. 
And  I  don’t  think  I  care  to  come 
back.” 

“I’ll  tell  Sam  what  you’re  doin,’  ” 
cried  the  old  man. 

“Please  do,  Mr.  Galton.” 

SAM,  you  certainly 
wW  gave  us  a  lucky  trip.” 

Sam  Haskins’  dark  eyes  lighted  up 
and  the  smoke  from  his  pipe  curled 


about  his  head  in  true  sailor  fashion. 

“The  luck  is  all  mine  in  having  Ike 
Blayne  for  a  captain.  I  knew  it,  so  I 
had  to  make  a  trip  in  order  to  appre¬ 
ciate  what  it  means  to  have  a  Blayne 
on  a  boat.” 

Ike’s  red  face  got  a  shade  redder, 
but  he  only  muttered  thanks,  and  add¬ 
ed,  “Too  bad  you  had  to  cut  into  your 
honeymoon.” 

Sam  laughed.  “My  honeymoon  was 
over  before  I  came  home.  Now  we 
just  live,  and  work  here.  And  you 
have  to  work  to  live  right  here  in 
Stonhaven.  Even  Ella  saw  that.  Did 
you  know  she’s  working  for  old  Gal¬ 
ton?  She  got  the  job  to  surprise  me.” 

“I  heard.” 

Sam  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder 
gaily.  “I  guess  everyone  in  town  had 
something  to  say*  about  it.  They  all 
thought  I’d  married  a  useless  butter¬ 
fly,  just  because  her  father  has  mon¬ 
ey.” 

“You  have  money,  too,  Sam.” 

“I  have  three  boats  that  make  me 
lazy  money  anyway.” 

Sam  said  it  with  satisfaction  and 
thought  of  it  with  satisfaction  as  he 
walked  slowly  away  from  the  canning 
house  pier  to  which  his  boat  was  tied 
up.  He  started  up  the  little  hill  slow¬ 
ly,  then  turned  to  look  back.  A  light 
rain  was  falling,  but  that  didn’t  damp¬ 
en  his  satisfaction  at  all.  It  was  al¬ 
most  nine  o’clock  and  they  were  al¬ 
ready  unloading  his  ship  so  she  could 
sail  back  to  the  Banks  sometime  to¬ 
morrow  morning. 

He  hadn’t  expected  to  get  in  until 
tomorrow  morning,  so  it  meant  that 
not  only  had  he  gotten  a  full  catch  but 
had  also  picked  up  a  day  on  sched¬ 
ule.  Since  all  the  men  worked  on 
shares,  even  from  the  cook  there  had 
been  no  complaint  on  the  score.  In 
his  business  there  were  no  sit-down 
strikes.  Men  who  sat  down  simply 
shut  off  their  income,  and,  being 
Maine  men  and  seamen  to  the  core, 
they  knew  it.  Neither  did  they  resent 
the  owner  on  the  boat.  It  might  be  his 
own  boat,  but  he  wouldn’t  have  been 
on  it  unless  he  did  his  full  share  of 
work  for  which  he  would  draw  his 
share  of  profit  exactly  like  every 
other  man  aboard. 
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And  it  had  been  a  lucky  trip. 

Fish  prices  were  still  holding 
up,  too.  Before  going  out  again  in  an¬ 
other  if  his  boats  he  would  have  to 
take  paper  and  ink  to  show  Ella  just 
how  profitable  this  fishing  business 
could  be.  If  she  v’^anted  to  work  for  a 
while — ^well  he  wouldn’t  say  any  more 
about  that.  Really  he  was  very  proud 
of  her,  of  course,  or  would  be  if  he 
was  quite  sure  everyone  would  under¬ 
stand  he  hadn’t  put  her  to  work.  Some 
people  might  think  that,  because  he 
had  always  chased  the  dollar  hard. 
Even  as  a  child  he  had  never  missed  a 
chance  of  making  money.  He  had  nev¬ 
er  minded  being  teased  about  it,  be¬ 
cause  he  had  been  proud  of  his  Yan¬ 
kee  shrewdness. 

He  always  would  be  proud  of  it, 
but  he  didn’t  want  people  to  think 
he  carried  it  to  the  extent  of  having 
his  new  bride  take  a  job.  He  didnh: 
give  a  damn  if  they  thought  he  had 
married  her  for  her  money,  because 
he  knew  better.  He  had  never  liked 
his  own  earned  money  so  well  as  when 
it  gave  him  the  chance  to  tell  her 
father,  old  Bruce  Wheeler,  that  not 
only  didn’t  he  expect  money  from 
him  but  he  refused  to  take  anything 
from  him,  even  a  valuable  wedding 
present.  That  had  hit  old  Wheeler 
straight  between  the  eyes.  And  that 
also  made  Ella  understand  how  much 
he  loved  her. 

Sam  drew  a  deep  breath  and  went  on 
in  the  rain.  He  had  refused  a  lift 
home,  or  the  chance  to  telephone  Ella 
and  tell  her  he  had  gotten  in  ahead 
of  time.  He  wanted  to  surprise  her. 
He  was  all  eagerness  to  catch  her  in 
his  arms,  but  he  couldn’t  let  the  men 
on  the  ship  and  at  the  canning  factory 
know  he  felt  like  that.  Better  have 
them  think  he  was  a  cold-blooded  dev¬ 
il  who  gave  up  his  honeymoon  in  or¬ 
der  to  wring  a  few  more  dollars  from 
the  everlasting  bounty  of  the  sea.  Let 
the  men  think  he  was  walking  home 
in  the  rain  to  save  the  fifty-cent  taxi 
charge.  They  respected  a  man  who 
made  money.  It  was  in  their  blood. 
They  would  trust  him  and  feel  they 
knew  him,  just  as  he  felt  he  knew  his 
captain,  Ike  Blayne,  because  Blayne 
had  always  captained  Stonhaven  ships 
even  when  they  sailed  the  seven  seas 


instead  of  merely  to  the  Grand  Banks 
and  back.  The  sea  was  in  the  blood 
of  all  the  men,  even  as  it  was  in  his. 

Only  there  was  something  more  in 
his.  There  was  a  passion  in  his  blood, 
a  love  and  need  for  his  wife  that 
frightened  him  a  little.  He  had  never 
realized  he  could  need  anyone  like 
that.  This  second  trip  had  disturbed 
him.  Perhaps  it  was  partly  the  fact 
that  Ella  was  waiting  for  him  in  their 
own  home  this  time  rather  than  in  his 
mother’s  house.  It  made  a  difference, 
though  he  had  tried  to  chide  her  for 
getting  the  little  place  while  he  was 
away.  He  had  said  he  wanted  to  wait 
until  he  could  get  a  proper  house  that 
was  suitable  for  her.  But  he  treasured 
her  answer.  He  hugged  it  to  his  breast 
now,  repeating  the  simple  words 
aloud  in  the  rain. 

‘‘Wherever  I  am  waiting  for  you 
when  you  come  home,  that  is  our 
home.” 

HIS  HAND  shook  a  little  as  he 
relighted  his  pipe.  He  had  for¬ 
gotten  to  puff  hard  enough  to  keep 
it  glowing  in  the  drizzling  rain.  He 
was  walking  slowly  now  to  prove  he 
could  control  himself  and  not  run 
every  step  of  the  way.  There  must  be 
no  outward  evidences  of  what  he  was 
feeling  deep  inside.  His  face  must 
not  proclaim  the  singing  in  his  blood, 
not  even  to  Ike  Blayne,  who  was  en¬ 
gaged  but  not  married  yet.  Ike  had  al¬ 
ready  been  engaged  for  years  in  the 
true  Blayne  tradition  that  was  also 
the  Maine  tradition.  People  in  Stone¬ 
haven  wouldn’t  understand  that  he 
had  wanted  Ella  for  his  wife  the  min¬ 
ute  he  saw  her,  wanted  her  more  even 
when  he  ran  away  from  her,  wanted 
her  completely  when  she  came  after 
him  in  her  plane  to  bring  him  back 
to  her  family  whom  she  had  made  ac¬ 
cept  him.  Then  it  had  first  struck 
him  that  she  loved  him  even  as  he 
loved  her  That  made  it  easy  to  laugh 
away  her  family’s  gilded  offers  and 
to  bring  her  here  to  his  home,  his  en¬ 
vironment,  his  life. 

And  she  was  waiting  for  him  now. 
Without  knowing  why  for  a  mom¬ 
ent,  he  turned  up  Elm  Street.  Then 
he  smiled.  It  was  so  logical,  and  his 
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feet  knew  where  to  go.  On  a  night 
like  this  before  he  was  expected 
home,  Ella  would  go  to  his  mother,  of 
course.  He  had  been  a  little  afraid 
that  his  mother  might  resent  his  mar- 
rying  as  he  had,  so  suddenly  away 
from  home.  She  had  alway  taken  it 
for  granted  that  he  would  marry  Sus¬ 
an.  She  had  never  suspected  he  ever  so 
much  as  thought  about  any  girl  but 
Susan.  And  he  hadn’t  until  he  had 
seen  Ella.  His  mind  had  been  all  on 
making  money.  He  had  taken 
Susan  for  granted  as  part  of  the  tra¬ 
dition  and  pattern  of  his  life.  Susan 
would  be  true  to  that  tradition  and 
to  him. 

And  then  he  had  seen  Ella  and  at 
a  glance  knew  he  had  found  the  ma¬ 
gic  thing  which  he  didn’t  even  know 
he  had  desired.  He  had  had  no  vi¬ 
sion,  no  ideal,  no  dream  girl  until  the 
dream  was  a  reality.  At  least  he  had 
been  conscious  of  none.  Ella  didn  t 
take  his  breath  away,  she  simply  was 
there.  Her  golden  hair  suddenly  filled 
his  mind  and  soul.  It  had  frightened 
him  enough  to  make  him  try  to  run 
away  from  it. 

The  fat  man  was  sitting  on  the 
porch  of  the  house  next  to  his  moth¬ 
er’s.  He  waved  a  hand. 

“I  see  you’re  home  from  your  trip. 
Were  you  lucky?” 

“Very.”  Sam  was  surprised  and 
asked  a  question  in  turn. 

“Don’t  you  feel  cold  sitting  out 
when  it’s  raining  like  this?” 

“It’s  chilly  but  I  like  it.  I  told 
your  mother  so  when  she  brought  me 
some  Maine  books  to  read  this 
ning.  A  lot  about  wrecks,  I’m  afraid.” 

Sam  smiled.  “That  was  all  in  the 
old  days.” 

“The  old  days  don’t  seem  so  very 
far  away  here  in  Stonehaven.’ 

“My  wife  said  that,  too.” 

SAM  SAID  it  and  cut  across  the 
lawn  to  his  mother’s  kitchen 
door.  He  could  see  the  warm  light 
and  there  was  a  lighted  living  room, 
too.  It  meant  his  hunch  was  right. 
He  would  be  able  to  surprise  them 
both.  He  slipped  quietly  into  the  kit¬ 
chen  through  the  door  that  had  never 
been  locked  so  far  as  he  knew.  How 
warm  and  cozy  it  was,  as  always.  The 


rain,  the  chill,  the  darkness  all  were 
outside.  A  wave  of  pity  swept  over 
him  for  the  writer  next  door  who 
had  no  home,  no  kitchen,  no  smell 
of  baking  and  hominess  in  his  life. 

He  put  his  pipe  down  and  rubbed 
his  hands  softly  together.  The  soft 
heat  of  the  stove  was  good.  There 
was  a  batch  of  freshly  made  dough¬ 
nuts  on  th>e  table,  and  he  took  one. 

It  seemed  to  melt  in  his  mouth,  warm, 
fragrant,  just  as  when  he  was  a  kid. 
He  could  hear  a  murmur  of  voices 
from  the  living  room,  but  since  the 
dining  room  door  was  shut  it  was 
just  a  murmur  of  voices.  He  smiled 
and  slipped  out  of  his  wet  coat,  hang¬ 
ing  it  near  the  stove  to  dry.  It  was 
lucky  he  had  let  his  feet  find  the  way, 
because  they  had  not  failed  him. 

His  eyes  twinkled  as  he  looked  into 
the  kitchen  mirror  and,  picking  up 
old  comb,  ran  it  through  his  rough 
dark  hair.  He  wasn’t  much  to  look  at, 
but  Ella  loved  him.  He  was  certainly 
nothing  like  Ella’s  former  sweet¬ 
heart  who  looked  like  a  movie  star. 
Ella’s  mother  had  shown  him  the  pic¬ 
ture  of  Mel  Winslow,  who  was  in 
South  America  on  some  special  trip 
for  the  Wheeler  company.  He  had  re¬ 
membered  him  then,  Mel  'Winslow, 
the  football  star  of  a  couple  of  years 
back.  The  Adonis  of  the  gridiron, 
sports  writers  had  called  him.  He  had 
laughed  in  Mrs.  Wheeler’s  face  and 
said: 

“He  looks  like  the  real  Golden 

Boy.”  ■  .  ,  . 

Mrs.  Wheeler  had  been  drinking. 
She  had  flared  out,  “You  have  no 
right  to  marry  Ella  while  he’s  away. 
She  was  going  to  marry  him. 

“But  she  is  marrying  me  now,  Mrs. 
Wheeler,”  he  had  answered. 

It  was  funny  he  should  think  of 
that  now.  He  dropped  the  comb  and 
let  it  lie  on  the  floor.  He  opened  the 
door  into  the  dining  room  softly.  It 
was  almost  dark  there,  because  the 
kitchen  light  was  so  placed  as  not 
to  come  in  much.  The  living  room 
door  was  open  and  all  the  lamps  were 
carefully  shaded.  He  could  see  the 
faint  glow  of  them  and  even  the 
light  of  the  fire.  His  mother  would 
have  a  log  fire  on  a  night  like  this, 
though  it  was  June.  His  mother 
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loved  fires  that  thrust  back  dampness. 
His  mother’s  voice  was  quite  clear 
now — and  serious. 

“I  understand  what  you  mean,  Su¬ 
san,  but  I  don’t  see  exactly  what  we 
can  do  about  it.” 

SAM  STOOD  very  still.  So  Susan 
was  there.  Why  not?  Susan  had 
always  half  lived  there.  He  would 
wait  until  Ella  said  something  be¬ 
fore  surprising  them. 

Susan’s  voice  came  a  little  unstead¬ 
ily.  “I  tried  to  talk  to  her,  Faith,  but 
she  resented  it.  She  told  me  bluntly 
that  what  she  did  or  didn’t  do  was 
none  of  my  business  or  anyone  else’s 
in  town.” 

‘T’m  afraid  she  would  only  tell  me 
the  same,  Susan.  I  was  afraid  of  some¬ 
thing  the  minute  I  saw  him.  It  came 
over  me  all  at  once,  and  as  a  result 
I  yielded  to  impulse  and  acted  very 
stupidly.” 

Sam  grinned  and  stood  very  still. 
He  couldn’t  imagine  his  mother  being 
afraid  of  anything  or  anybody,  and  as 
for  acting  very  stupidly,  that  was  a 
joke.  She  couldn’t  be  stupid  even  if 
she  tried.  Ella  wasn’t  saying  anything 
because — 

‘Tt’s  Ella  who  is  being  very  stupid. 
And  I  told  her  so.  Sam  is  coming 
home  tomorrow,  and  what  does  she 
suppose  he  is  going  to  say?” 

Sam’s  jaw  dropped.  They  were  talk¬ 
ing  of  Ella.  They — 

”You  mustn’t  talk  like  that,  Su¬ 
san.  Sam  is  perfectly  sensible  and  un¬ 
derstands  Ella  as  well  as  loves  her. 
We  only  know  our  own  narrow  little 
lives  here  and — ” 

Susan  cut  in  sharply.  “But  our  way 
has  to  be  her  way  now.  She  is  dash¬ 
ing  around  with  this  Mel  as  if  she 
was  engaged  to  him  at  least.” 

“She  was  engaged  to  him,  Susan.” 
“Well,  she’s  married  to  Sam  now. 
And  he  won’t  like  her  walking  out 
on  Mr.  Galton  the  way  she  did.  A 
job  is  a  job  no  matter  how  much 
money  you  have  or  used  to  have.  Her 
father  may  own  half  of  Ohio,  but 
this  is  Maine  and  she  don’t  count 
here.” 

“Susan.  I  don’t  like  you  to  talk 
like  that.  There  it  no  reason  for  our 


saying  any  more  about  it.  When  Sam 
comes  home — ” 

Sam  didn’t  hear  any  more.  He  was 
tiptoeing  out  of  the  room  and  the 
swing  of  the  kitchen  door  cut  off  the 
rest  of  the  sentence.  He  had  heard 
far  more  than  enough.  He  drew  a 
deep  breath  and  then  let  himself  out 
into  the  rain,  ignoring  his  hat  and 
coat.  The  rain  was  a  little  heavier, 
but  he  was  unconscious  of  anything 
outside  of  the  crazy  words  he  had 
just  heard,  Mel  Winslow  was  there. 
The  Golden  Boy  was  there.  Ella  was 
running  around  with  him.  Ella  had 
given  up  her  job.  People  were  talk¬ 
ing.  Susan  had  quarreled  with  Ella. 
His  mother  had  done  something  and 
was  afraid. 

The  thoughts  ran  round  and  round 
in  his  head  as  he  strode  swiftly  along. 
He  avoided  Main  Street.  He  didn’t 
want  to  meet  anyone.  He  wanted  to 
get  home.  He  tried  to  steady  himself 
but  finally  broke  into  a  run.  The  rain 
seemed  to  slap  at  his  face  and  head, 
trying  to  hold  him  back.  When  he 
reached  the  store  over  which  his  lit¬ 
tle  apartment  was  situated  the  store 
was  dark  but  music  was  coming  from 
his  rooms  upstairs.  Dance  music.  He 
stumbled  on  the  stairs.  He  realized  he 
should  stop  and  get  control  of  him¬ 
self,  but  he  couldn’t  do  it.  Something 
in  his  very  blood  was  driving  him  on. 
He  twisted  open  the  door  and  strode 
into  the  living  room  of  his  home. 

He  saw  Ella  unsteadily.  She  was 
dancing  with  a  tall,  handsome  man, 
laughing  in  his  arms.  Her  voice  came 
clear. 

“I  haven’t  had  such  fun  since  I 
left  home.  I — ” 

She  broke  off  as  she  saw  Sam.  For 
an  instant  she  stared ;  then  she  ran  to¬ 
ward  him,  arms  extended. 

Bruce  wheeler  was  an  im¬ 
pressive  figure  of  a  man,  tall, 
square-shouldered,  square-jawed,  his 
full  face  topped  by  a  mass  of  iron  gray 
hair  that  completed  his  distinction. 
If  he  was  not  trim-waisted  in  spite 
of  his  golf,  his  weight  made  him 
stately  rather  than  portly.  No  one 
catching  so  much  as  a  glimpse  of  him 
ever  doubted  he  was  a  man  of  import- 
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ance.  No  one  ever  heard  his  loud 
voice  without  being  impressed.  He 
was  used  to  giving  orders  and  to  hav¬ 
ing  them  carried  out  without  ques 
tion.  He  had  the  complete  arrogance 
of  self-made  success. 

His  face  glowed  as  he  rose  to  we 
come  Mel  into  his  library. 

“I  congratulate  you  on  bringing  my 
crazy  daughter  to  her  senses.  She 
called  me  at  the  plant  but  only  to  say 
Se  was  home.  How  did  you  manage 

Mel  looked  almost  startlingly  in  his 
dinner  clothes,  which  he  wore  with 
the  perfect  grace  of  "g 

a  superb  athlete’s  body.  He  smiled  as 

he  tlok  Scotch  instead  of  a  coc^tai 
because  his  liking  for  the  Wheelers 
did  not  extend  to  their  co^kta 
which  were  never  carefully  made. 

“Ella  wanted  to  come  home  for  a 
while  Mr.  Wheeler,  so  I  hired  a 
plane  and  we  flew  back.  It  was  a  very 
nice  trip.” 

Mr  Wheeler  chuckled  and  took  a 
healthy  gulp  of  his  drink.  If  he  had 
any  wLkneL  at  all  it  was  Uqu?;,  b^ 
he  had  a  strong  head  and  carried  li¬ 
quor  well.  He  sank  into  a  chair,  chuck- 

“More  enjoyable  than  South  Amer- 

'^“Much  more  so.  Ella  was  very 
sweet  and  kind. 

‘‘And  Sam?”  ^  . 

Mel  sat  carefully  on  a  straig  i 
chair.  ‘‘I  think,  sir,  you  had  better 
falk  to  Ella  about  what  actually  hap- 

^  “Afraid  to  tell  me  you  beat  him  up? 
You  needn’t  be.  I’d  gladly  pay  any¬ 
body  a  thousand  dollars  for  ei^ry 
black  eye  he  gives  that  swob.  You 
must  have  handled  him 
or  you  wouldn’t  have  gotten  Ella 
away  from  him.  He  acted  tough 
enough  when  he  was  here. 

Mel  smiled  faintly.  “I  didn’t 

have  a  chance  to  talk  to  him 
at  all.  I’m  rather  sorry  I  didn’t.  I  sup¬ 
pose  I  might  as  well  tell  you  in  a 
-1  vnrd'^  He  came  home  unexpect¬ 
edly  while  Ella  and  I  were  dancing 
.  .0  radio.  Without  listening  to  any 
explanation  he  attacked  me.  I  had  to 
defend  myself.  Ella  asked  me  to  go, 


and  I  went  to  my  hotel.  I  didn’t  know 
what  passed  between  her  and  Sam,  but 
early  this  morning  she  appeared  at 
the  hotel  and  asked  me  to  bring  her 
home.  It  was  that  simple,  sir.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  rubbed  his  hands  in 
the  special  way  he  had  when  very 
pleased.  “I’m  glad  you  were  there, 
Mel.  And  you’re  staying  for  dinner. 
I’d  better  dress  for  the  big  occasion 
or  Ella  will  feel  slighted.  How  did 
you  like  Maine?” 

“I  didn’t  see  much  of  it,  sir,  ex¬ 
cept  Stonehaven.”  He  smiled.  ‘‘I  don’t 
think  I  like  that  very  much.  It  is  a 
poor  little  place,  historical,  of 
course.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  drained  his  drink  and 
got  up.  “I  won’t  forget  your  help, 
Mel,  nor  will  Ella’s  mother,  who  al¬ 
ways  took  it  for  granted  that  we  were 
taking  you  into  the  family.  If  you 
still  feel  that  way — ” 

Mel  rose  quietly.  “I  have  always 
loved  Ella.  I’m  sure  I  always  shall. 

“That’s  all  we  need  to  know.  I’ll 
jump  into  some  fresh  clothes.  You  do 
the  honors.  You  know,  easy  on  Mrs. 
Wheeler  if  possible.” 

He  almost  bumped  into  Ella  who 
was  just  coming  in.  She  was  wearing 
an  elegant  dinner  gown  of  billowy 
white  lace  that  accentuated  her  slim, 
golden  look.  Her  father  gave  her  a 
hug. 

“Welcome  home,  stranger.” 

She  kissed  him  without  any  parti¬ 
cular  enthusiasm.  *‘I  hope  you  don  t 
mind  my  dropping  in  like  this.  Fa¬ 
ther.” 

“It’s  your  home,  isn’t  it” 

“Thanks.” 

She  came  forward  slowly  once  he 
was  gone.  Mel  took  her  hand  and  pat¬ 
ted  it  gaily. 

“You  look  simply  ravishing,  dar¬ 
ling.” 

“I  don’t  feel  that  way.”  She  with¬ 
drew  her  hand  gently.  “Mel,  I’m  not 
sure  I’ve  done  the  right  thing  in  com¬ 
ing  home  like  this.” 

“Why?  What  has  happened  now? 
Aren’t  you  glad  to  be  home  again?” 
“No.” 

He  smiled.  “I  think  you  need  a 
drink  to  cheer  you  up.  What  shall  it 
be?” 
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She  shook  her  head  and  made  a 
quick  gesture  with  both  her  hands. 
“That  won^t  do  any  good.” 

“Is  there  anything  I  can  do,  Ella — 
or  not  do?’* 

HE  SMILED  and  touched  his 
cheek  with  a  light  caressing 
gesture.  “You’re  so  sweet,  Mel,  and 
patient.  I  never  realized  how  much 
you’ve  always  meant  to  me  until  the 
other  day  when  I  looked  out  onto 
that  dreary  Main  Street  and  saw  you 
there  talking  to  Bud.  It  was  such  fun 
dancing  with  you.  But— but  you  can’t 
really  blame  Sam  for  misunderstand¬ 
ing,  can  you?” 

Mel  spoke  softly.  “He  should  have 
listened  to  you,  Ella.” 

She  sat  down  heavily.  “Did  you 
ever  love  anyone  very  much?” 

“Darling,  I  love  you.  I  always  have. 
Surely  you  know  that.” 

“No.  I  didn’t  want  you  to  say  that. 
I— I—” 

He  laughed  softly.  “Then  I  won’t 
say  it,  darling.  You’ve  had  a  diffi¬ 
cult  time  and  I  won’t  annoy  you  with 
my  stupidities.  How  does  it  feel  to 
be  home  again?” 

“I’m  not  sure.”  She  stared  toward 
the  window  thjat  opened  out  on  the 
rose  garden.  The  rich  warm  evening 
smell  of  roses  flowed  into  the  formal 
room.  “While  I  was  dressing  I  wasn’t 
quite  sure  I  had  ever  been  away  at 
all.  Everything  here  was  just  the 
same.” 

“And  you  liked  that,  I’m  sure.”  He 
beamed  as  he  said  it. 

She  leaned  forward.  “How  little 
you  really  know  me,  Mel.  I  hated  it. 

I  felt  trapped  as  I  was  trapped  be¬ 
fore.  I  was  back  in  the  old  gilded 
prison  again.  There  was  nothing  to 
do,  nothing  to  think.  I  was  dressing 
for  dinner  so  I  could  watch  Mother 
drink  and  hear  Father  talk  money, 
money.  We  are  to  eat  off  silver,  and 
the  food  won’t  be  worthy  of  the 
cheapest  dishes  in  that  dime  store 
where  you  looked  for  me.” 

“Ella.  You  mustn’t  talk  like  that. 
This  is  your  home.  You  know  you 
felt  it  at  once.” 

She  laughed  tightly.  “The  next 
minute  I  felt  I  was  a  complete  strang¬ 
er.  That  all  this  was  no  part  of  me 


at  all.”  She  jumped  up  and  pointed 
at  the  book-lined  walls.  “Look  at 
them.  All  the  books  v’c  never  read. 
All  the  books  so  we  czn  sit  and  swill 
liquor,  so  Father  can  talk  stocks  and 
bonds.” 

He  took  both  her  hands  in  his 
gently.  “You’re  upset,  that’s  all,  Elia. 
You’ve  been  working  too  hard  up 
there.  You  know  you  have.  You  had  a 
job,  and  an  apartment  to  take  care  of.” 

“Just  like  millions  of  other  women, 
Mel.” 

“But  you  aren’t  like  other  women, 
darling.  You  arc  like  no  one  but  your¬ 
self.  You — ” 

A  young  girl  of  about  seventeen 
danced  into  the  room.  “I  knew  I’d 
catch  you  two  holding  hands.  Mel, 
can  you  untangle  yourself  long 
enough  to  pour  me  a  cocktail?  I  hate 
them,  but  I  know  it’s  going  to  be  one 
of  those  evenings  when  I’ll  need 
strength.  Mother  is  in  her  triumphant 
mood.  The  prodigal  has  returned.  We 
are  having  champagne  to  celebrate, 
the  kind  with  the  most  kick  to  it.” 

Ella  faced  her  younger  sister. 

“You  didn’t  want  me  to  come 
back  home,  did  you?” 

Nona  accepted  the  glass  Mel 
handed  her.  “Frankly,  I  didn’t.  I  am 
very  young  and  therefore  very  old- 
fashioned.  I  think  a  woman’s  place  is 
with  her  husband — if  she’s  lucky 
enough  to  be  able  to  catch  one.” 

Ella’s  lip  curled.  “You  were  very 
fond  of  Sam,  weren’t  you?” 

‘‘So  were  you.  Beautiful.  I  still 
am.  Why  didn’t  you  bring  him  home 
with  you?” 

Perhaps  there  wasn’t  room  in  the 
plane.” 

“Then  you  could  have  left  Mel  up 
there  as  a  kind  of  hostage.  Stonehav¬ 
en.  I  know  I’d  like  it.  It  sounds 
rocky  and  mysterious.  I  looked  it  up, 
and  over  a  hundred  years  ago  Stone¬ 
haven  ships  were  in  every  port  of 
the  world.” 

Ella  stamped  her  foot.  “If  I  hear 
that  once  more  I  will  go  mad.” 

“Swell.  A  hundred  years  ago  Stone¬ 
haven  ships  were — ” 

Mel  put  his  hand  over  her  mouth. 
Nona  kissed  it  smackingly  and 
twinkled  her  eyes  at  him. 
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“Good  faithful  Mel.  Don’t  you  see? 
I  have  to  get  Ella  out  of  the  way 
again  if  I’m  ever  going  to  succeed  in 
working  you  up  to  the  point  of  ask¬ 
ing  me  to  marry  you.” 

Ella  frowned.  “Nona,  please  try  to 
be  sensible  tonight  for  once.” 

“I’m  always  sensible.  I  see  what  I 
want  and  I  go  after  it.  I  fairly  flung 
myself  at  Sam  Haskins,  but  he 
wouldn’t  so  much  as  look  at  me.  I  bet 
he  never  knew  there  were  such  things 
as  girls  in  the  world  till  he  fell  for 


it  is  all  right.  You  can  go  to  Reno, 
and  divorce  that  Maine  fortune  hunt¬ 
er  in  six  weeks.” 

Nona  exploded.  “Sam  isn’t  a  for¬ 
tune  hunter.  He  wouldn’t  be  one  and 
that’s  why  you’re  all  down  on  him.  If 
he  and  Ella  have  had  a  scrap,  what  of 
it?  They  probably  wouldn’t  have  had 
it  if  Mel  had  stayed  here  and  let  her 
alone.” 

“Nona!” 

“I  said  it  and  I  mean  it,”  cried  the 
girl. 


“If  you  must  know,  he  had  a  girl 
waiting  to  marry  him.  It  was  all  set. 
She’s  probably  consoling  him  right 
now.” 

“Like  Mel  is  consoling  you?’ 

Ella’s  eyes  flashed  but  she  didn’t 
speak.  Mrs.  Wheeler  came  slowly  into 
the  room.  She  had  evidently  once  been 
slim  and  beautiful,  but  nothing  re¬ 
mained  now  except  hair  of  the  same 
sheer  golden  quality  as  Ella’s.  Other¬ 
wise  she  was  a  fat,  overdressed  wo¬ 
man  wearing  too  much  jewelry  for  a 
family  dinner  at  home.  Her  heavy 
eyes  lighted  as  she  saw  the  tray  on 
the  table.  Her  voice  gushed  out. 

“I  was  wondering  where  the  cock¬ 
tails  were.  No  wonder  everyone  is  in 
this  ugly  room.  Look  at  all  those  ugly 
books.  They  give  me  the  creeps.  Mel, 
pour  me  a  cocktail.  I  need  it,  with  all 
this  excitement.  How  does  it  feel  to 
be  home  again,  Ella?” 

“All  right.” 

Mrs.  Wheeler  laughed  and  her  fat 
arms  shook.  “ Y ou  certainly  don  t 
sound  very  enthusiastic,  I  must  say. 
No  one  would  ever  believe  Mel  had 
rescued  you  from  a  monster  who 
might  have  killed  you,  or  who  knows 


“Sam  isn’t  a  monster.  Mother,  and  I 
wasn’t  rescued  from  him.”  Ella  spoke 
firmly.  “I  came  home  for  a  visit,  that 
is  all.  I  wouldn’t  have  come  if  I  had 
thought  it  was  going  to  cause  wild 


talk  here.” 

“There  must  be  more  talk  in  Stone¬ 
haven,”  said  Nona  coolly. 

“Who  cares  about  that?”  Mrs. 
Wheeler  accepted  a  scantily  filled 
glass  from  Mel  and  tossed  it  off.  “So 
long  as  you  see  what  a  fool  you’ve 
been  and  have  come  to  your  senses, 


Mrs.  wheeler  took  her  glass 
away.  “No  more  drinks  for 
you,  young  lady.  Such  a  way  to  talk 
to  your  sister,  and  to  Mel.” 

Mel  smiled.  “I  don’t  mind,  Mrs. 
Wheeler,  I  know  what  Nona  means.” 

"You  bet  you  do.  You  went  there 
to  make  trouble  between  Sam  and 
Ella.  If  you  couldn’t  do  it  one  way 
you’d  do  it  another.  If  they  hadn’t 
all  been  fools  back  there  they’d  seen 
you  were  up  to  something  right  away 
and  run  you  straight  out  of  town.” 
“Nona!” 

The  girl  swung  around  on  her  sis¬ 
ter.  “You  can’t  deny  it.  I  bet  Sam 
caught  you  two  holding  hands  like 
you  were  just  now  when  I  came  in. 

Ella  stepped  forward  quickly  and 
slapped  her  sharply.  Nona  gasped  and 
fell  back  a  step.  Mel  quickly  caught 
Ella’s  hands. 

“Please.  Nona  is  only  a  child,  bne 
doesn’t  know  what  she’s  saying.” 

“Don’t  I  though!  If  you  didn’t  go 
to  Stonehaven  to  split  Sam  and  Ella 
up,  what  did  you  go  there  for?” 

Mrs.  Wheeler  pointed  toward  the 
door.  “Nona,  go  to  your  room  at 

once.”  ,  ^ 

“I  won’t.  Let  him  answer  that  ques¬ 
tion.  Let  him  try.”  ^ 

Mel  smiled.  “You  understand,  don  t 
you,  Ella?”  ,  ^  , 

She  drew  a  long  deep  breath  and 
spoke  very  slowly.  “I’m  not  so  sure  I 
do,  Mel.  Just  why  did  you  come  to 
Stonehaven?” 

“Ella!  What  a  question!  Mel,  give 
me  another  cocktail.  I  feel  faint.” 

Mel  ignored  her,  his  smiling  eyes 
fixed  on  the  girl  he  loved. 

“I  told  you  back  there.  I  came  to 
see  how  you  were  getting  along.” 
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‘‘Exactly/*  cried  the  irrepressible 
Nona.  “You  went  to  split  them  up 
and  you  succeeded.** 

Mrs.  Wheeler  slapped  at  her, 
missed,  and  decided  she  could  get 
more  attention  by  sinking  into  a 
chair  as  if  about  to  swoon.  But  she 
got  none,  as  Mr.  Wheeler  came  in 
looking  the  ideal  successful  man  in 
deftly  tailored  dinner  clothes.  His 
silvery  hair  and  broad  expanse  of 
shirt  bosom  gleamed.  His  voice  rolled 
out  with  assurance. 

“I  can  enjoy  my  dinner  now.  I  have 
telegraphed  that  Sam  Haskins  that 
Ella  is  here  and  I  wish  him  to  come 
here  at  once  and  explain  his  conduct. 
I  put  it  bluntly.** 

Ella  drew  herself  up.  “Did  you  say 
I  v/anted  him  to  come?** 

“Certainly  not.** 

“Then  I  shall  do  so  myself.**  She 
ran  out  of  the  room. 


I^LLA  DOVE  INTO  the  pool  to 
Li  drown  the  disturbing  thoughts 
and  questions  that  ran  rampant  in  her 
mind.  She  swam  from  one  end  to  the 
other  as  fast  as  she  could.  The  water 
was  too  warm,  there  was  no  stimulus 
in  it,  but  she  kept  toing.  She  wanted 
to  exhaust  herself  so  she  couldn’t 
think.  She  wanted  to  get  so  tired  she 
could  fall  on  a  beach  mattress  and 
fall  asleep.  When  you  slept  you  didn’t 
think,  or  ask  yourself  questions. 
There  were  no  problems.  You  didn’t . 
miss  anyone,  or  want  anyone,  or — or 
anything. 

She  heaved  herself  out  of  the  wa¬ 
ter  and  sat  on  the  tiled  edge  of  the 
pool,  dripping.  It  wasn’t  till  then  that 
she  saw  the  slight  figure  standing 
under  one  of  the  beach  umbrellas 
and  watching  her.  It  was  a  brown 
tailored  figured  utterly  out  of  its 
setting  here.  Her  eyes  opened  very 
wide. 

“Faith.” 

The  slight  brown  figure  stepped 
out  into  the  hot,  glaring  sunshine. 
“You  swim  beautifully,  Ella.  I  never 
dreamed  you  might.  I  never  saw  any¬ 
one  swim  like  that,  except  in  the 
movies  of  course.” 

Ella  stood  up  slowly.  “I  didn’t 
think  you  ever  went  to  movies.” 

Faith  laughed  softly.  “I  usually 


prefer  a  book  at  home.” 

®  way  from  home  now, 

r  'Jf ^ never  been  out 
of  Marne  before.  I  was  always  sure 
1  never  would  leave  the  state.  But 
1  ve  become  a  traveller  at  last.” 

It  was  a  strange  conversation.  Ella 
drew  a  deep  breath. 

"I’m  dripping  wet,  but  will  you 
mind  terribly  if  I  kiss  you?” 

The  thin  woman’s  eyes  twinkled. 
J.  was  hoping  you  would.” 

Ella  laughed.  “I’ll  get  you  all  wet.” 

“Didn’t  you  learn  that  down-easters 
don  t  mind  that?” 

Ella  flung  both  arms  about  her  and 
kissed  her  warmly.  “I  wish  I  could 
tell  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you.  Faith. 
1—1  think  I’ve  wanted  to  talk  to  you 
ever  smee  I  got  back  here.  I  don’t 
know  whether  it’s  ten  days  or  ten 
years.  But  I  mustn’t  get  you  any  wet¬ 
ter.  And  you  must  be  sweltering  in 

dayl  hottest 

“It  is  warm.” 

Ella  laughed  again.  “You  know 
you  re  stifled.  But  how  did  you  get 
here?  Did  you  drop  from  the  sky?” 

“I  wasn’t  brave  enough  for  that. 
Ihe  tram  was  enough  for  me.  I  took 
a  taxi  from  the  hotel,  but  when  we 
came  to  your  gates  I  got  out  to  walk. 

1  really  felt  I  should,  you  know.” 

"But  why?  It  is  such  a  long  way.” 
“I  know.  I  never  called  on  anybody 
whose  house  was  a  mile  away  from 
t^  front  gate  before.  I  wanted  a 
chance  to  adjust  myself  to  a  new  yiew- 
point  regarding  the  daughter  who 
Mme  so  unexpectedly  into  my  life. 
You  see  you  never  told  me  very  much 
about  yourself,  and  Sam  never  talks 
when  you  want  him  to.” 

Ella  spoke  dully.  “Is  Sam  with 
you? 

“Goodness,  no.  He’s  out  to  sea.  He 
doesn’t  know  I  got  wanderlust.” 

Faith  smiled  as  she  said  it.  Ella 
drew  a  deep  breath. 

I  see.  He  didn’t  think  I  was  worth 
coming  after.” 

“I  wouldn’t  put  it  that  way,  Ella.” 
“What  other  way  is  there  to  put 
it?  He  got  my  father’s  telegram.” 
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Faith  lowered  her  eyes  and 
her  voice  was  very  low.  ‘T'm 
afraid  he  didn^t.  I— I  got  it— and— 
and  forgot  to  give  it  to  him  before  he 
left.** 

Ella  stared  at  her.  ‘‘You— you  mean 
you  intercepted  it?** 

The  woman  raised  her  eyes  slowly. 
“I*m  afraid  I  did.  I  felt  I  had  to  or— 
or  he  might  have  come  and  spoiled 
everything.** 

“And  you  thought  you  could  come 
and  fix  everything?** 

“I  thought  I  could  try,  Ella.** 

It  was  said  so  simply  that  some¬ 
thing  seemed  to  snap  inside  the 
girl*s  very  soul.  Her  resentment  van¬ 
ished  and  she  was  left  limp.  She 
yielded  to  impulse  and  kissed  Faith 
again  quickly. 

“Forgive  me.  I*m  so  glad  you  did 
come.  It  is  so  much  better  this  way. 
Sam  and  I  would  have  quarrelled  be¬ 
cause  we  are  both  stupid.  You  can 
help  me  make  up  my  mind  what  to  do 
I  suppose  you*ve  come  to  insist  on 
my  going  back  with  you.** 

“No.  I  haven*t.** 

Ella  gasped.  “You  mean  you  don*t 
want  me  to  go  back?** 

Faith  patted  her  bare  arm.  “That 
is  quite  different.  I*m  hoping  for 
many  things.  I  always  have  been  a 
great  hoper.  I*d  even  like  to  meet 
your  family.** 

“Meet  them?  Why,  yo^re  going  to 
stay  with  us,  of  course.** 

“Am  I?  In  all  this  luxury?  Tm  go¬ 
ing  to  love  that.** 

FAITH*S  visit  lasted  three  days 
and  was  an  unqualified  success. 
No  one  could  resist  her  quiet  charm 
and  quick  smile  and  laugh.  Nona,  of 
course,  fairly  adopted  her  at  once,  as 
Ella  had  expected,  but  she  hadn*t 
expected  her  father  and  mother  to 
take  to  her  as  they  did. 

Dinner  was  pleasanter  than  any 
meal  had  been  since  her  return,  and 
Ella  could  only  put  it  down  to  Faiths 
disarming  presence.  Even  the  meal 
itself  was  better  cooked,  because 
Faith  had  di.^covered  at  once  that  the 
maid  who  unpacked  her  simple  tra¬ 
velling  bag  was  a  Maine  girl,  from 
Portland,  and  after  that  she  had  in¬ 
sisted  on  meeting  all  the  other  ser¬ 


vants  to  see  how  a  big  house  was  run. 
She  and  the  cook  talked  lobsters  and, 
to  prove  he  really  was  a  chef,  lobster 
was  sent  to  the  table  such  as  had 
never  appeared  there  before.  Faiths 
compliment  simply  was,  “I  couldn*t 
do  better  myself.**  And  it  was  Mel 
who  explained  gaily  that  no  greater 
praise  could  be  bestowed. 

Mel  rose  to  the  occasion  grandly. 
He  might  have  taken  Ella  away  from 
Maine  but,  as  he  said,  “he  had  taken 
himself  away  from  Faith  Haskins 
table  and  hospitality  with  the  great¬ 
est  reluctance.  “There  was  a  general 
laugh,  and  as  the  evening  wore  on 
Ella  knew  there  had  never  been  so 
many  general  laughs  in  that  house. 
Nona  had  a  date  to  go  out  but  broke 
it.  Ella  had  been  going  dancing  wfth 
Mel  as  she  had  every  night  since  her 
return,  but  it  was  Mel  himself  who 
suggested  that  talk  could  be  more 
fun  than  any  dancing.  Instead  of  re¬ 
tiring  to  the  library  to  work  as  usual, 
Mr.  Wheeler  took  everyone  with  him, 
and  when  Faith,  with  a  deprecating 
smile,  asked  for  lemonade  because 
the  night  was  so  warm,  everyone 
drank  lemonade.  Even  Mrs.  Wheeler. 

Her  mother  was  Ellas  greatest 
surprise.  She  had  introduced  Faith  to 
her  mother  at  lunch  with  trepidations 
which  had  been  entirely  uncalled  for. 
Faith  had  walked  straight  up  to  the 
glowing  fat  woman,  who  had  most 
clearly  had  several  cocktails  in  spite 
of  all  orders,  and  kissed  her  pleasant- 

ly- 

“I*m  so  glad  to  meet  Ella’s  mother. 
It  is  something  I*ve  been  looking  for¬ 
ward  to  ever  since  I  met  your  daugh¬ 
ter,  Mrs.  Wheeler.** 

Ella  never  forgot  her 

mother’s  look  of  sheer  amaze¬ 
ment.  The  girl  suddenly  realized  tha  t 
her  mother  knew  everyone  avoided 
her  not  only  in  her  own  house  but 
everywhere  she  went.  She  seemingly 
knew  why,  too,  because  she  didn’t  so 
much  as  suggest  cocktails,  even  witli 
a  guest  as  an  excuse.  Iced  tea  was 
served  with  mint  in  it,  and  by  the 
time  the  meal  was  over  Mrs.  Wheele  r 
had  risen  quite  above  alcholic  fumes. 
At  tea  time  tea  was  served  and  drunk, 
with  Mrs.  Wheeler  pouring  in  thr. 
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grand  manner.  After  tea  Mrs.  Wheel¬ 
er  took  Faith  unto  herself  and  dis¬ 
played  her  dresses  and  jewels.  Faith 
appeared  at  dinner  wearing  the  sim¬ 
ple  old  black  lace  dress  which  she 
wore  when  entertaining  in  her  own 
house,  but  it  was  fastened  with  a  dia¬ 
mond  pin  which  Mrs.  Wheeler  had 
forced  upon  her  bodily. 

And  Ella  had  blinked  because  she 
had  never  known  her  mother  to  give 
away  anything  valuable,  especially 
any  of  her  cherished  jewels.  But  the 
magic  of  Faith’s  impulsive  kiss  and 
charm  went  further.  By  Mrs.  Wheel¬ 
er’s  orders  no  drinks  were  offered  be¬ 
fore  dinner  and  no  wine  was  served 
with  it.  Mrs.  Haskins  came  from  a  dry 
state,  Mrs.  Wheeler  explained  gaily. 
It  was  enough  even  to  take  the  wind 
out  of  the  sails  of  Bruce  Wheeler, 
who  had  spent  part  of  the  afternoon 
consulting  three  specialists  as  to  what 
could  possibly  be  done  about  his 
wife’s  drinking. 

Perhaps  that  was  why  the  next  day 
he  personally  took  Faith  through  the 
great  Wheeler  plant  which  was  his 
pride  and  joy.  He  intended  to  im¬ 
press  her  and  to  make  sure  he  took 
her  alone,  but  as  the  little  woman 
told  Ella  later  she  would  have  been 
overwhelmed  even  if  she  had  been 
in  the  midst  of  a  touring  crowd. 
What  she  didn’t  tell  Ella  or  anyone 
was  the  one  little  scene  in  the  lux¬ 
urious  private  office  at  the  end 
where  Mr.  Wheeler  had  finally  been 
blunt. 

“Mrs.  Haskins,  if  your  son  had 
been  sensible  all  this  might  one  day 
have  belonged  to  him.” 

Faith  smiled,  sitting  very  small 
with  her  neat  hands  folded  in  her  lap. 

“I  can’t  imagine  Sam  in  the  midst 
of  all  this.” 

“But  he  was.  And  I  had  great  hopes 
for  him,  especially  when  I  thought 
he  loved  Ella  enough  to  want  to 
make  her  really  happy.  He  showed 
great  promise.  What  is  he  doing 
now?” 

“Fishing.” 

Faith  said  it  with  true  Maine  sim¬ 
plicity  and  lack  of  adornment.  Mr. 
Wheeler  smiled. 

“Would  you  rather  fish  than  own 
and  run  a  great  plant  like  this?” 


“I’m  afraid  I  would,  Mr.  Wheeler, 
especially  if  the  fish  were  running 
well  on  the  Banks.” 

For  a  moment  he  had  stared  at  her 
incredulously;  then  he  had  burst  out 
laughing  and  patted  her  hand. 

“If  Sam  had  half  of  your  charm  he 
could  get  anything  he  wanted  out  of 
anybody,  even  me.” 

“I  thought  the  trouble  was  that  he 
didn’t  know  what  to  do  with  all  you 
did  give  him  and  so  refused  to  ac¬ 
cept  it.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  stopped  laughing. 
“You  know  about  that,  don’t  you?” 

“I  heard  something,”  she  mini¬ 
mized. 

“You  might  as  well  see  for  your¬ 
self.” 

SO  HE  HAD  driven  her  out  of 
town  again  and  shown  her  the 
estate  he  had  built  for  Ella  and 
whomever  she  married.  He  told  her 
frankly  that  at  the  time  he  had  been 
sure  Ella  was  going  to  marry  Mel 
Winslow,  but  in  any  case  he  had 
been  sure  any  young  man  would  ap¬ 
preciate  a  place  like  that  being  hand¬ 
ed  to  him  as  a  wedding  present. 
“What  do  you  say,  Mrs.  Haskins?” 
“I  say  Sam  was  always  like  that.  1 
was  never  sure  of  him  as  a  boy.  It 
was  a  dark,  independent  streak  he  got 
from  his  father’s  side  of  the  family. 
Very  independent.  You  know  he  put 
himself  through  the  university  and 
wouldn’t  even  take  carfare  from  me.” 
“That’s  different.  I’m  rich.” 

“Fm  rich,  too,  Mr.  Wheeler.  I  don’t 
owe  a  penny  in  the  world  and  there 
is  no  mortgage  on  my  little  house.” 

Again  the  business  man  blinked. 
But  he  was  also  charmed.  Taking 
Faith  back  to  the  house,  he  tried  once 
more. 

“What  do  you  think  of  Mel  Wins¬ 
low?” 

Faith  could  laugh  this  time.  “I 
think  he  is  the  only  complete  charm¬ 
er  I  have  ever  met.  It  is  what  made 
me  afraid  of  him  at  first.” 

“And  you  aren’t  afraid  now?” 

“I  didn’t  say  that.  I’m  more  afraid 
of  him  now  than  ever.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  took  her  arm.  “I  don’t 
believe  you  were  ever  afraid  of  any- 
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thing  or  anybody  in  your  life.  Mel  is 

very  fond  of  you.’ 

“That  makes  things  ever  worse,  i 
know  he  is  the  kind  who  always  gets 
what  he  wants.  He  knows  it,  too,  Mr. 
Wheeler.” 

‘‘Aren’t  you  in  the  same  class. 

“Me?” 

“Suppose  I  tell  you  that  you  are 
the  only  complete  charmer  I  have 

^'^Her  eyes  twinkled.  “And  you  re 
afraid  of  me?” 

“A  little.  I  wanted  your  son  to 
come  out  here  so  I  could  bawl  hell 
out  of  him  properly.  I  think  I  can 
handle  Sam  Haskins  now  I  am  mad 
enough  at  him.  But  I  don’t  know  how 
to  handle  you.” 

“Me?  Is  it  necessary?  . 

“Very.  I'm  not  fooled  by  your  visit, 
much  as  I’m  enjoying  it.  I  know  why 

vou  are  here.”  , 

“Do  you?  Then  please  tell  me,  be¬ 
cause  I’m  not  sure  myself.”- 

“Ah,  Mrs.  Haskins.  Can  t  we  go  on 
being  frank?  You  came  to  try  to  talk 
Ella  into  going  back  to  Stonehaven 

'^'paith  folded  her  hands.  “Have  I 
said  anything?” 

“How  do  I  know? 

“Will  you  believe  me 
promise  I  will  not  try  to  talk  Ella 
into  coming  back  with  me— or  any- 

^^‘Tfan’t^Vhave  curiosity?  I  was  nev¬ 
er  out  of  Maine  before.  I  never  had  a 
rich  friend  before.  This  is  really  all 

very  exciting.”  .  - 

“Do  you  consider  us  your  friends. 

“I  hope  so.” 

He  put  an  arm  about  her  shoulders. 
“Then  that  is  settled.  How  about 
writing  Sam  that  you  are  here  stay¬ 
ing  with  us  and  we  are 
you  a  long,  long  time  and  he  had  bet¬ 
ter  come  out  to  talk  things  over? 
“He’s  out  on  his  boat  now. 

“He’ll  get  the  letter  when  he  comes 

in  won’t  he  ?” 

“Of  course.  But  are  you  sure  you 
*  want  him  to  come  here? 

“Very  sure.  You’ll  be  here  to  pro- 

*^Faith  smiled  faintly.  “He  never 
needed  protection  even  as  a  little 
boy  But  I’ll  write  the  letter  if  you 


want  me  to.  I’ll  show  you  what  I 
write  so  you’ll  know.” 

He  gave  her  a  hug.  “All  I  need  to 
knov/  is  you.  We’re  going  to  straight¬ 
en  this  thing  out  properly.” 

So  the  second  dinner  was  even  jol¬ 
lier  than  the  first.  At  the  table  Mr. 
Wheeler  told  Ella  that  Mrs.  Haskins 
was  going  to  write  Sam  to  come  out 
to  Ohio  to  talk  things  over.  Faith 
corrected  him  gently. 

“I  already  have  written  and  put 
the  letter  into  the  mail  bag.” 

Ella  faced  her.  “What  good  do  you 
think  that  will  do?” 

“I  don’t  know.  I’m  not  sure.” 

“Sam  has  already  refused  every¬ 
thing  Father  has  to  offer.” 

Faith’s  eyes  twinkled.  “How  dif¬ 
ferent  his  mother  is.  She  just  accepts 
everything.” 

Mrs.  Wheeler,  again  without  ben¬ 
efit  of  cocktails,  led  the  laughter. 
“Faith  has  promised  to  stay  with  us 
all  summer.  I  told  her  I  won’t  let  her 
go  until— until  she  grows  wings  to 
fly  away.” 

“That’s  the  best  news  I’ve  heard 
in  years,”  cried  Nona. 

“You’re  all  spoiling  me  so  I’ll  nev¬ 
er  be  able  to  live  in  Maine  again.  We 
aren’t  so  kind  to  strangers  back 
there,  are  we,  Mr.  Winslow?” 

“The  name  is  Mel,  Mrs.  Haskins.” 
“The  name  is  Faith,  Mel.” 

Yes,  IT  WAS  a  gay  meal.  Only 
Ella  was  a  little  quieter  than 
usual  and  kept  watching  her  mother- 
in-law.  She  was  the  same  little  lady 
of  the  Elm  Street  house  and  yet  not 
the  same  either.  Could  it  be  that  she 
was  being  swept  off  her  feet  by  this 
rich  household  that  seemed  anxious 
to  shower  presents  on  her?  Tonight 
she  was  wearing  a  dress  Nona  had 
brought  home  and  insisted  on  her 
wearing  at  once,  selfish  Nona  who 
hever  gave  anything.  Mel  had  actu¬ 
ally  brought  her  an  orchid  and  a  jew¬ 
elled  pin  for  it.  Miracles  was  her 
mother,  who  was  neither  drinking 
nor  wanting  it.  The  whole  house  had 
been  transformed.  And  now  her  fa¬ 
ther  had  persuaded  Faith  to  write 
Sam  to  come.  She  could  only  think 
of  one  way  her  father  ever  used  to 
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persuade  people.  And  it  left  her  wor- 

Ella  knew  she  would  have  to  talk 
to  Faith,  but  ^1  during  the  evening 

Mr^  get  her  alone. 

Mrs.  Wheeler  clung  to  her  new 

iiend  as  if  afraid  she  might  disap¬ 
pear  as  unexpectedly  as  she  had 

come.  It  wasn’t  until  everyone  had 

gone  to  bed  that  Ella  got  a  chance 
and  then  only  by  literally  forcing  her 
way  into  Faith’s  room.  The  little 
woman  was  in  bed  and  asleep  — or 

blinking  was 
a  little  bit  overdone.  Ella  sat  on  the 
edjge  of  the  bed  firmly. 

“Did  you  really  write  Sam  to  come 
out  here.  Faith?” 

and^r’fh^^'  father  suggested  it 
f  thought  It  was  a  very  good 

wonderful 

p  ace  he  had  built  for  you  and  whom¬ 
ever  you  married.  Sam  must  have 
been  crazy  to  refuse  a  home  like  that. 

It  is  a  real  palace.” 

there— 

and  work  for  Father?” 

jib?'''"''’-  <>«“ 

Ella  drew  a  deep  breath.  “What  did 
ne  offer  you  to  write  Sam?” 

®  question.  Faith 

in;.  the  ceil 


V  1-/  ir  xne  ceil- 

"f  were  too  strong. 

Sam  out  here? 

foflow  ?ou” 

“No.” 

Faith  sat  up.  “Then '  you  really 
were  running  away  from  him?  You 
—you  were  serious?” 

Ella  waved  it  away  with  a  quick 

Faith.  Didn  t  you  come  here  to  per- 
t°  back  with  you?” 
Your  father  thought  that,  too. 

T  ^1  ^  6J3ve  him  my  word  that 

anrw“,"°'  >•“  O’”  i" 

gotagTc'k?  ' 

Faith  patted  her  hand.  “I  know 
you  don  t  mean  that.  Now  I  have  seen 
how  you  live  here  I  can  understand 
everything  so  much  better.  Just  im- 
agine  that  pokey  little  apartment 
over  that  store.  And  you  working  for 
grouchy  old  Mr.  Galton.  It  is  fun¬ 


ny.  It  was  just  a  joke.” 

Ella  got  up  slowly,  her  face 
serious  ”I  wasn’t  joking  when  ? 
mwried  Sam  I  married  him  because 
^because  I  loved  him/’ 

But  you  didn’t  expect  him  to  drag 
®  place  like  Stonehaven." 
Stonph?°®^  ^  needed  a  place  like 
senses’’'""" 

Faith  settled  herself  in  the  lux¬ 
urious  bed.  “I  certainly  know  I  had 

sL^vo  Stonehaven  and  come 

come  to  my  senses.  It’s 
probably  foggy  back  there  right 
now.  Think  of  that  horn  blastfng 

breakwater.  The 
thought  makes  me  shiver.” 

“I  wish  I  could  shiver.” 

can?°Lf"lK®*"/  Sam 

hilt  u  ^  letter  for  a  few  days, 
but  when  he  pts  back  he’ll  come  out 
here.  You  let  me  talk  to  him  first 
and  Im  sure  I  can  make  him  see 
sense.  Only  a  fool  would  run  away 
from  luxury  like  this.”  ^ 

a  ^  ^‘”<1  of 

“Ella,  be  good.  Think  how  sweet 
everyone  here  has  been  to  me.  The 

lovec^^^^*  ^  Sam.  He 

lovM  money,  you  know.” 

He  loves  to  make  it.  That  isn’t 
the  same  at  all.” 

Ella  banged  out  of  the  room.  She 
was  furious.  But  during  the  nigat 
she  laid  her  plans.  It  wasn’t  easy,  but 

Faith"to  persuaded 

And  on/  •  '^ith  her. 

And  once  in  the  air  away  from  the 

waving  family,  she  yielded  to  “mp! 

•”'i  t'k-ied  under  ?Sl 


USAN  GOODROW  had  a  dark 
rich  beauty  as  she  stood  under  a 

for^flT^M"^-  ^  day 

ino-  a  ^  coast  and  she  was  wear- 

hef  riZ.  K  C  accentuated 

her  ripe  beauty.  Sam  came  up  the 

P*®’’  ®  '"ore 

smiling. 

What  a  surprise,  Susan.  You’re 

at  the  wrong  end  of  town.” 

at  him.  This  is  the  right  end  of 
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town  when  I  was  waiting  for  you.  I 
saw  your  boat  as  soon  as  it  turned 
the  Head.” 

He  laughed  and  gave  her  a  quick, 
light  kiss.  “You  know  all  the  boats 
on  Penobscot  Bay.  Td  bet  on  that.” 

“I  know  yours  anyway.  Did  you 
have  a  good  trip?” 

“A  true  Maine  girl.”  He  took  her 
arm.  “A  very  good  trip  for  this  time 
of  year.  My  fishing  luck  holds  any¬ 
way.  I  have  the  best  crews  ever.” 

“You  deserve  the  best  of  every¬ 
thing.” 

“Thanks.  I  have  the  best  of  friends 
to  back  me  up  anyway.” 

They  fell  into  step,  walking  along 
slowly.  He  asked  if  she  had  seen  the 
“Island  boat”  coming  in,  the  one  Bud 
was  working  on  for  the  summer,  and 
she  said  she  had.  She  didn’t  add  that 
Bud  had  also  seen  her  and  she  had 
been  forced  to  chase  him  so  she 
could  meet  Sam  alone  and  say  what 
she  had  to  say.  Sarri  looked  at  her 
quizzically. 

“Anything  the  matter,  Susan?  You 
are  quiet.” 

She  nodded  slowly.  “Something  is 
the  matter.  I — I  have  a  problem.  I 
want  to  ask  your  advice — if  you  can 
spare  the  time.” 

He  looked  at  her  steadily.  “You 
know  I’ll  do  anything  I  can  for  you, 
Susan.  You  have  been  good  to  me  al¬ 
ways  and  especially  since — since — 
lately.  “If  I  hadn’t  talked  to  you  that 
day  Ella  walked  out  on  me  I  wouldn’t 
have  known  what  to  do.” 

“And  have  you  decided  what  to  do 
about  it,  Sam?” 

His  dark  brows  contracted  and  he 
frowned  straight  ahead.  “I  guess 
Mom  will  have  a  letter  telling  me 
she’s  in  Reno.” 

“Is  that  whr«t  you  want,  Sam?” 

There  was  a  tightness  in  her  voice 
that  made  him  look  at  her.  “Why 
should  I  want  that,  Susan?” 

“You  couldn’t  take  her  back  after 
— after  she  went  off  with  a  man  like 
that.  You  know  you  couldn’t,  Sam. 
You’d  never  feel  clean  or — or  decent 
again.  You’d  know  what  everyone  in 
town  would  be  thinking.” 

His  jaw  squared.  “I’ve  never  let  the 
town  do  my  thinking  for  me.  I  do 


things  whatever  way  I  want  to  do 
them,” 

“But  you  couldn’t  forgive.  He  beat 
you  up.  Everyone  must  know  it,  just 
as  they  know  she  ran  to  his  hotel  and 
they  went  away  together.  Nothing 
like  that  has  ever  happened  in  Stone¬ 
haven  before.  It  wouldn’t  have  hap¬ 
pened  this  time  if  you  had  listened 
to  me.” 

I  WE  SPOKE  slowly.  “I  remember. 

You  tried  to  keep  me  from  ac¬ 
cepting  that  offer  from  the  Wheeler 
organization.  You  said  this  was  my 
home,  that  I  belonged  here,  and  that 
I  would  find  all  happiness  and  suc¬ 
cess  here.  I  know  what  you  meant, 
Susan.  It  was  a  kind  of  dirty  trick  to 
go  away  and  get  married,  wasn’t  it? 
And  to  come  back  here?” 

She  lowered  her  eyes.  “I  didn’t  say 
that.”  ^ 

“You’re  trying  to  say  something 
now,  Susan.” 

She  looked  at  him  quietly.  “Yes, 
I’m  trying  to  say  something.  It  is 
something  you  must  know.  That  is 
why  I  wanted  to  meet  you.  I  had  a 
feeling  you  would  be  back  home 
sometime  today.” 

“A  hunch?” 

“If  a  girl  loves  a  man  enough  she 
has  such  feelings.” 

It  was  said  in  a  soft,  low  voice  but 
it  was  clear  enough,  he  dropped  her 
arm  and  faced  her  squarely.  His  voice 
was  deep  in  his  throat. 

“You  always  have  loved  me,  haven’t 
you,  Susan?” 

“You  have  always  known  it.  I  nev¬ 
er  needed  to  say  it.  Not  until  now.” 
“And  why  now?” 

Tears  welled  up  in  her  eyes.  “Be¬ 
cause  I  have  no  friends.  I  never  re¬ 
alized  it  before,  but  I  do  now.  Even 
your  mother  has  turned  against  me.” 

“Mom?  I  can’t  believe  that.  She 
loves  you.” 

“She  doesn’t!  She  hates  me.” 

Sam  took  both  her  hands  in  his, 
oblivious  to  several  women  with  big 
shopping  bundles  on  the  other  side  of 
the  street. 

“You  must  be  wrong,  Susan.  Mom 
wouldn’t  do  anything  in  the  world  to 
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hurt  you.  I’ll  take  you  home  with  me 
right  now  and — ” 

“No.  I  want  you  to  come  home  with 
me.  I  want  you  to  have  supper  with 
me.  That  will  show  her  how  you  feel 
about  me.” 

“Susan,  everyone  knows  how  I  feel 
about  you,  Mother  most  of  all.” 

“But  I  want  you  to  do  it.  “I’ll  give 
you  a  good  supper.  Say  you  will.” 

“You’re  awfully  ^kind  but  I  got  to 
go  home  and — ” 

“Why  can’t  my  house  be  your  home 
just  as  much  as  your  mother’s?” 

“It  is  Susan,  but — ” 

“Always  buts.  I  have  never  asked 
many  favors,  have  I?” 

“Certainly  not.  You’ve  always  done 
all  the  favors.  But  we  practically 
have  to  pass  Mother’s  house  on  the 
way  to  yours.  What  difference — ” 

“None.” 

She  choked  on  the  word,  pulled  her 
hands  away,  and  stalked  off.  He 
started  after  her,  then  stopped  and 
stood  watching  until  the  turn  in  Main 
Street  took  her  out  of  sight.  What 
was  wrong  with  Susan?  He  had  never 
seen  her  like  this  before.  Why  should 
she  insist  on  taking  him  home  and 
given  him  supper  when  naturally  he 
woud  go  to  his  own  home  where  his 
mother  would  give  them  both  a  good 
meal?  Susan  had  always  been  more 
than  welcome  in  his  mother’s  house. 
Why  was  Susan  using  every  means 
to  keep  him  from  his  mother’s  house, 
even  to  telling  him  she  loved  him? 
And  then  running  away,  thinking  he 
would  run  after  her.  He  had  never 
run  after  anyone  or  anything  in  his 
whole  life.  In  his  right  senses  she 
knew  that  better  than  anyone  else. 

He  walked  slowly  until  he  turned 
of  Main  at  Elm  Street,  It  was  cool 
in  the  shade  of  the  lovely  old  trees 
that  seemed  to  draw  a  gentle  breeze 
up  from  the  bay.  The  sky  was  so  clear, 
so  blue,  it  was  hard  to  believe  rain 
or  fog  ever  came  that  way.  The  fat 
man  was  sitting  on  his  porch  rock¬ 
ing  with  that  peculiar  happy  com¬ 
placence  only  possible  to  a  fat  man. 
He  waved. 

“Home  is  the  sailor,  home  from  the 
sea,”  the  fat  man  quoted. 

Sam  smiled  faintly.  ”A  lovely  day 
today.” 


“Yes,  indeed.  As  your  wife  said 
a  little  while  ago,  it’s  hard  to  believe 
there  was  ever  any  fog  here.” 

Sam  stopped  short.  “My  wife  said 
that?” 

The  fat  man  chuckled.  “Now 
I  bet  you  didn’t  know  she  was 
home  at  all.  She  and  your  mother 
came  by  plane,  and  that  was  exciting. 
I  was  wandering  about  around  the 
airport  when  they  came  in.  Your 
mother  was  so  excited.  I  teased  her 
because  she  told  me  before  that  she 
had  never  been  out  of  Maine  and 
never  intended  to  go.  They’ve  been 
back  three  days,  but  your  mother  is 
still  bubbling.  They’re  waiting  to  tell 
you  all  about  it.” 

Sam  said  something  and  cut  slowly 
across  the  grass  toward  his  kitchen 
door.  The  lawn  had  been  freshly 
mowed  and  raked,  and  the  fragrance 
hung  in  the  air,  mingling  with  the 
perfumes  from  the  garden  at  the  back 
of  the  house.  He  stood  for  a  moment 
hesitating.  He  could  hear  his  mother 
singing  in  the  kitchen.  She  did  that 
when  she  was  busy  and  very  happy. 
He  knew  now  why  Susan  had  tried 
to  get  him  away. 

He  drew  a  quick  breath.  For  a  mo¬ 
ment  he  wished  he  had  followed 
Susan;  then  he  squared  his  broad 
shoulders  and  went  into  the  kitchen. 
Faith  was  lifting  cookies  carefully 
from  a  baking  pan.  He  kissed  her  as 
usual. 

“Home  again.  Mom.” 

“You  have  a  surprise  in  the  dining 
room  Sam.” 

“I  know.  Susan  told  me.” 

“Susan?” 

He  didn’t  know  why  he  had  said 
that,  but  since  it  seemed  to  surprise 
his  mother  he  was  glad  he  had.  He 
took  off  his  coat  and  hung  it  on 
the  door  on  the  accustomed  hook. 

“Everything  smells  good.  And  I’m 
hungry.  When  do  we  eat?” 

Faith  smiled.  “Hadn’t  you  better 
tell  Ella  you’re  home?” 

Sam  threw  back  his  head  and 
roared,  “Ella,  I’m  home.” 

She  came  from  the  dining  room  at 
once.  She  was  very  brown,  brown  and 
gold  above  slacks  and  a  gay  blouse. 
She  came  up  to  him  and  kissed  him 
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lightly,  undramatically. 

“Hello,  Sam.  We  were  sure  youd 
get  in  today.  Have  a  good  trip?” 

“Yes,  and  you?” 

Ella  laughed  easily.  “Mine  was 
swell,  especially  after  Faith  came.  1 
brought  her  home  by  plane.  ^A/e  jus,, 
made  it.” 

Faith  grinned.  “I  didn  t  want  to 
come  home  at  all.  She  kidnapped  me, 
and  without  bag  or  baggage.  Sup¬ 
posedly  it  was  just  a  little  ride.  But 
after  the  first  few  minutes  I  gave  up 
prying.” 

“Remember  how  I  came  after  you, 
Sam,  and  dragged  you  back  to  Ohio 

to  marry  me?”  , 

He  looked  at  her  steadily.  Aren  t 
you  sorry  about  that  now? 

'  “No.  Are  you?” 


IHERE  WAS  a  laughing  chal- 
L  lenge  in  her  blue  eyes.  There  was 
a  dead  silence  in  the  room.  Faith 
broke  it.  She  felt  she  couldn  t  stand 
the  brittle  small  talk  any  more.  She 
felt  as  if  she  were  watching  a  fire¬ 
cracker,  waiting  for  it  to  explode. 
She  pushed  a  pot  noisely  on  the  gaa 

“We’re  much  too  crowded  and  hot 
in  here.  And  I  just  remembered,  Sam, 
Ella  wants  that  front  window  open 
in  your  room  and  it  is  stuck  with 
paint.  Ella,  take  hini^  upstairs.  He  11 

have  time  to  do  that.” 

The  girl  left  the  room  and  bam 
trailed  after  her.  Faith  waited  im- 
til  they  had  gone,  then  sat  down 
heavily,  'brushing  her  hand  over  her 
face.  It  was  really  hot  for  Stone¬ 
haven.  She  couldn’t  hear  a  sound  from 
upstairs,  certainly  none  of  the  bang¬ 
ing  that  would  be  necessary  before 
that  paint-stuck  window  could  be 
opened.  She  could  have  stood  a  roa^ 
ing  quarrel  better  than  this.  And  Sam 
said  Susan  had  told  him  Ella  was 
home.  It  would  have  been  more  like 
Susan’s  actions  of  late  for  her  not  to 
I'Tm  told  him.  In  any  case,  it  meant 
Susan  had  been  waiting  to  meet  him, 
to  twist  something  to  her 
ov/n  advantage. 

Faith  couldn’t  sit.  She  had  to  know 
if  her  thinking  had  been  right  when 
she  was  sure  Sam  in  his  stubborness 
would  never  go  after  his  wife  but 


would  welcome  her  with  open  arms 
if  she  came  back.  She  had  been  sure 
enough  of  that  to  have  gone  after 
Ella  and  to-iiave  engineered  the  girl's 
return  as  she  had.  She  had  been  so 
sure  the  two  stubborn  prides  would 
melt  once  they  were  in  each  other's 
arms.  And  now — " 

The  doorbell  rang,  surely  louder 
and  more  demandingly  than  she  had 
ever  known  it  to  ring  before.  She 
pulled  herself  together  and  started  to 
answer  it.  From  the  living  room  she 
flung  a  glance  toward  the  stairs  and 
the  silence  above.  The  doorbell  rang 
sharply  again  before  she  could  reach 
it.  She  knew  who  it  was  as  she  opened 
the  door.  Mr.  Wheeler  stood  there, 
glaring.  He  fairly  thrust  by  her  and 
into  the  hoyse. 

‘‘You  didn't  expect  me,  did  you?" 
he  shouted  at  her. 


‘She  smiled  and  closed  the  door. 
“We  have  been  expecting  you  for 
three  days.  Didn't  you  bring  Mrs. 
Wheeler  with  you?" 

“Did  you  think  I  would?"  he  de¬ 
manded  truculently. 

“As  a  matter  of  fact  I  did.  She  said 
she  would  like  to  come  here  and  vi¬ 
sit  for  a  while." 

“Visit?  After  the  dirty  trick  you 
played  on  us?  Where  is  Ella?" 

“Did  I  play  any  trick?  What  was 
it?" 

“You  made  Ella  come  back  here 
with  you." 

Faith  laughed  softly.  “You  mean 
she  made  me  come  back.  I  was  literal¬ 
ly  kidnapped.  You  all  saw  it.  Did  you 
bring  my  things  with  you?" 

He  glared  at  her.  “You're  trying 
some  game  on  me  now.  Where  is 
Ella?" 

“Oh,  I'm  sorry.  She's  upstairs  with 
Sam.  He  just  got  in.  Try  this  chair, 
Mr.  Wheeler.  They’ll  be  down  in  a 
moment.  He  is  fixing  a  window." 

He  glared  at  her.  “I’m  here  to  take 
Ella  home  with  me.” 

“You  know  you  don't  mean  that. 
You're  here  to  visit  us.  And  just  in 
time  for  dinner.  We  usually  call  it 
supper.  Are  your  bags  at  the  sta¬ 
tion?" 

He  thrust  his  hands  deep  into  his 
pockets.  “Do  you  think  you  can  pull 
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the  wool  over  my  eyes  a  second 
time?” 

She  laughed  lightly.  would  nev¬ 
er  try  to  do  that  the  first  time.” 

don’t  believe  my  daughter  is  here 
at  all.  You’re  hiding  her.” 

”I’m  right  here.  Father.” 

Her  voice  came  quietly  from  the 
library.  She  had  come  quietly  down 
the  stairs  and  stood  there  smiling. 
Faith  merely  saw  the  smile  and  asked 
no  more.  It  made  everything  clear. 
But  the  girl’s  father  strode  over  to 
her. 

”So  you  were  up  there?” 

”Of  course.  Didn’t  Faith  tell  you  I 
was?” 

”Do  you  think  I’ll  believe  anything 
she  tells  me,  now?” 

The  blue  eyes  flashed.  ”I  would 
advise  you.  Father,  to  believe  every¬ 
thing  she  tells  you.  In  fact—” 

”I  have  no  time  to  waste  talking. 
I  must  be  back  in  the  office  tomor¬ 
row  morning.  I’m  taking  you  back 
home  right  now.” 

‘T’rn  at  home  right  now,  Father.” 

E  SHOUTED.  ”Are  you  going 
listen  to  me?” 

”Yes.  If  you  talk  sense.  Faith  was 
kind  enough  to  ask  you  to  say  to 
dinner.  You  had  better  see  if  she  is 
still  willing  to  have  you.” 

He  caught  her  hand  firmly.  ”I’m 
getting  you  out  of  this  right  now.” 

She  jerked  away.  “Don’t  do  that 
again.  Father.  I  don’t  like  it.  I’m  ask¬ 
ing  you  for  the  last  time  to  be  sen¬ 
sible.  This  is  my  home.  Ask  Nona; 
she’ll  tell  you  a  woman’s  home  is 
where  her  husband  is.  “I’m  a  woman 
now.  I’ve  grown  up  a  little.  I  love 
Sam  and  Sam  loves  me.” 

“When  did  you  find  that  out?” 
“Just  a  minute  before  you  rang  the 
bell.” 

“A  minute  be — I’m  sick  of  this 
nonsense.  Are  you  coming  home  with 
me  or  not?” 

“I  told  you  I  am  home.  Home  with 
my  husband.” 

“Where  is  Sam?  Let  me  talk  to 
him.” 

“Sam  is  upstairs.  Father.  I  asked 
him  to  let  me  talk  to  you  first.  I’m 
hoping  you’ll  ba  sensible.” 


He  roared,  “Are  you  telling  me  how 
to  act?” 

“Certainly  it  is  time  someone  did.” 
He  swung  around  on  Faith.  “I  sup¬ 
pose  you  feel  proud  at  having  turned 
my  daughter  against  me  like  this.  Af* 
ter  I  trusted  you  to  help  me.” 

Ella  came  between  them.  “I’m  here 
because  I  love  Sam.  There  is  no  other 
reason.” 

He  drew  himself  up.  “In  that  case 
neither  of  you  will  ever  see  a  penny 
of  my  money.  Not  one  red  cent.” 

Ella  smiled.  “You  couldn’t  do  any¬ 
thing  better  for  us,  Father.” 

For  the  next  few  days  Sam  felt 
as  if  he  were  literally  walking  on 
air.  He  had  stood  in  the  hall  up¬ 
stairs  and  heard  Ella  literally  order 
her  Father  out  of  the  house  and  out 
and  out  of  her  life.  It  was  all  he  could 
do  to  stand  back  and  let  her  han¬ 
dle  it  alone,  but  he  knew  that  was 
what  she  wanted.  She  was  showing 
him  how  she  could  cut  herself  off 
completely  from  her  family,  her  old 
way  of  life,  and  give  herself  com¬ 
pletely  into  his  keeping.  This  was 
her  home.  This  was  her  life.  He  was 
her  husband.  She  had  said  it  to  him 
just  before  her  father  came,  said  it 
with  her  lips,  her  eyes,  her  whole 
luscious  body,  but  wonderful  as  that 
way  she  had  told  her  father,  “I  love 
Sam.”  As  simple  as  that.  As  elemental 
as  that.  As  eternal  as  that. 

When  she  finally  called  him  down¬ 
stairs  her  blustering  father  was  gone 
and  she  flung  herself  into  his  arms, 
laughing.  Her  father  had  disowned 
her,  cut  her  off  from  a  fortune,  and 
it  was  nothing.  Nothing  mattered  but 
that  he  loved  her  and  she  loved  him. 
And  they  had  Faith.  All  through  the 
meal  Ella  would  erupt  into  little  gur¬ 
gles  of  laughter,  her  eyes  glowing 
into  his  two  impossibly  blue  lakes 
of  laughter. 

“One  thing  is  funny,  Sam.  In  one 
way  I  feel  sorry  for  Father.  Faith 
had  him  completely  fooled.  She  sim¬ 
ply  wound  him  around  her  finger. 
She  made  fools  of  all  of  us.” 

“Even  you?”  asked  Sam,  drinking 
in  her  new  beauty. 

“Especially  me.  It  was  marvelous. 
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Never  did  anyone  show  sign  of  yield¬ 
ing  to  wealth.  Mother  is  the  most 
selfish  person  in  the  world,  but  Faith 
got  a  diamond  pin  the  first  day.” 

‘‘Mom,  I’m  ashamed  of  you.  I  hope 
you  tent  it  back.” 

“She  did  not,  Sam.  I  won’t  let  her. 
They  were  going  to  wrap  golden 
coils  around  her  and  stifle  her  as 
they  Avould  anyone  who  was  weak 
enough.  Mel  gave  her  an  orchid  and  a 
jewelled  pin  to  fasten  it  on.  The  ser¬ 
vants  fell  over  themselves  to  do 
things  for  her.  Father  showed  her 
the  house  he  tried  to  force  us  to  live 
in.” 

Faith  smiled.  “It  was  a  wonderful 
house.  I  told  him  so.” 

Ella  chortled.  “You  wrote  Sam  to 
get  him  to  come  out  there.  You  can’t 
deny  it,  Faith.  That  was  too  much. 
And  the  way  you  talked  to  me.  Sam, 
I  wouldn’t  dare  give  you  details.” 

“Well,  I  promised  your  father  I 
wouldn’t  try  to  urge  you  to  come 
back  here.” 

“Such  slyness!  You  made  me  kid¬ 
nap  you.  And  in  a  plane.  They 
couldn’t  have  kept  me  out  there  with 
chains  after  I  got  the  idea  that  you 
had  gone  soft,  too.  It — it  showed  me 
anything  might  happen.” 

Sam  leaned  toward  her.  “Were  you 
afraid  I’d  go  soft,  too?” 

“I’m  ashamed  now.  But  it  was  aw¬ 
ful.  You  should  have  seen  your 
mother  being  luxurious,  and  Father 
and  Mel  fawning  over  her,  and  Moth¬ 
er  insisting  she  was  to  stay  with  us 
all  summer  at  least.  Mother  was 
serious,  too.  I  never  saw  such  a 
change.  She — ” 

Faith  cut  in  quickly.  “Sam  doesn’t 
need  to  know  that.” 

LLA  SMILED.  “Thank  you. 
Faith.  But  Sam  does  know.  Sam 
has  seen  Mother  drunk — and  been 
polite  about  it.  He  should  know  that 
you  so  captivated  her  that  she  stopped 
all  cocktails.  If  you  had  stayed  on 
as  they  wanted  you  to— I  can’t  say  it. 
I  won’t  say  I  did  wrong  in  coming 
back  to  Sam.  That  comes  first.” 

Sam  jumped  up  to  catch  her  in  his 
arms.  Tea  was  spilled  but  it  didn’t 
matter.  Nothing  matter  so  long  as 
she  was  home  and  they  were  togeth¬ 


er  again.  He  said  it  and  he  meant  it. 
In  his  happiness  words  poured  from 
him.  He  was  never  going  tb  be  sel¬ 
fish  and  surV  and  ugly  again.  He 
was  going  to  devote  himself  to  Ella 
and  not  bother  with  anything  else. 
Ella  flung  back  her  head,  laughing. 

“But  you’ll  have  to  bother  about 
money.  I  am  disinherited.  No  one 
would  want  me  now.  Oh,  you  needn’t 
fear  Mel  coming  around  again.  He 
lives  by  and  for  money  exclusively. 
When  you  named  him  the  Golden 
Boy  when  you  saw  his  picture,  you 
were  absolutely  right.  Now  he’ll  mar¬ 
ry  Nona  because  she’ll  get  all  the 
money.  And  she’ll  fool  him  and  spend 
it  all  on  socialistic  reforms  or  what 
not.” 

“Nona  is  a  sweet  girl,”  Sam  pro¬ 
tested. 

“Of  course  she  is.  She  told  me  that 
a  woman’s  place  was  with  her  hus¬ 
band.  After  that  I  smacked  her,  but 
she  wasn’t  even  mad.  She  heaped 
coals  of  fire  on  my  head  by  telling 
me  she  was  always  ready  to  be 
smacked  for  a  good  cause.  She  bought 
Faith  a  dinner  dress.  Faith,  I  was 
the  only  one  who  didn’t  give  you  any¬ 
thing.” 

“But  you  did.  You  gave  me  a  kiss 
the  first  thing.” 

Ella’s  eyes  swelled  up  with  tears 
of  happiness.  “How  good  you  are.” 

“And  you  gave  me  my  first  plane 
ride.  And  m^  first  trip.  I’ve  been  all 
the  way  out  to  Ohio  now.  I’m  a  trave¬ 
ler.  Sam  can’t  tease  me  any  more.  I’ve 
seen  the  world.  I’m  satisfied.  And 
now  it’s  time  we  had  some  pie,^  even 
if  it  is  a  warm  evening.” 

It  was  a  glorious  evening,  and  to 
Sam  every  day  following  was  better 
than  the  one  before.  It  was  a  second 
honeymoon  and  more.  Now  he  could 
confess  to  himself  that  he  never  had 
been  quite  sure  of  her  because  of 
their  different  outlook  on  life.  He 
had  loved  her  so  much  the  more  she 
broke  through  his  native  reserve  and 
caution  by  coming  after  him.  He  had 
defied  her  father  and  refused  to  live 
the  life  the  Wheelers  wanted  because 
he  had  been  sure  his  happiness  with 
Ella  could  not  survive  that  life.  He 
was  selfish  and  demanded  his  own 
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way  in  everything  because  he  was 
deeply  convinced  it  was  the  only 
way.  It  had  given  him  courage  to  be 
hard. 

But  now  everything  was  different. 
The  danger  had  come  and  gone.  Even 
standing  to  be  married,  he  had  been 
sure  the  real  threat  to  his  happiness 
lay  in  Mel  Winslow  who  wasn’t 
there.  He  had  recognized  the  danger 
even  from  the  picture.  Mel  Winslow 
was  something  more  than  the  man 
Ella’s  family  had  picked  out  to  mar¬ 
ry  her.  He  was  the  man  Ella  had 
picked  out  for  herself.  He  was  the 
flowering  of  a  rich  way  of  life,  the 
same  as  she  herself  was.  He  was 
handsome,  charming,  born  to  money 
and  success,  everything  that  Sam 
himself  was  not.  And  Mel  was  away 
but  would  have  to  be  faced  eventual¬ 
ly. 

MOW  THE  danger  had  come  and 
gone  and  he  could  hold  Ella 
in  his  arms  and  laugh.  He  had  been 
a  colossal  fool  to  have  lost  his  tem¬ 
per  and  lashed  out  at  Mel  on  sight. 
He  might  have  stopped  to  realize 
that  Mel  looked  like  a  pampered 
movie  star  but  was  also  a  highly 
trained  athlete  and  had  not  only  been 
a  football  star  but  an  amateur  box¬ 
ing  champion.  He  had  deserved  the 
beating  he  got.  But  he  hadn’t  had 
sense  enough  to  know  it,  and  instead 
of  accepting  the  tenderness  with 
which  Ella  had  brought  him  back  to 
consciousness  as  proof  of  her  feel¬ 
ings  he  had  quarelled  with  her. 

But  by  a  miracle  everything  had 
come  out  all  right  and  they  were  both 
happier  than  they  could  possibly  have 
been  if  it  hadn’t  happened.  The  dan¬ 
ger  had  come  amd  gone  and  need 
never  be  faced  again.  He  had  tried  to 
promise  he  would  never  lose  his  hor¬ 
rible  temper  again,  but  she  had  kissed 
away  the  words  and  wouldn’t  listen. 
She  had  tried  to  beg  him  to  forgive 
her  for  leaving  him,  and  he  had  told 
her  he  was  so  glad  she  had.  He 
hugged  her  but  he  had  no  words  to 
explain  the  wonder  of  it.  She  had 
gone  away  and  come  back.  She  had 
ordered  her  Father  out.  She  was  his 
utterly  now. 

And  it  was  his  job  to  make  her 


happy.  He  wanted  to  do  something, 
say  something,  but  no  words  came. 
And  none  was  needed.  He  looked 
at  her,  she  looked  at  him,  and  they 
were  in  heaven.  They  did  nothing  in 
particular  and  they  were  breathlessly 
busy.  They  flew  to  Portland  and 
bought  ridiculous  things  such  as  only 
people  in  love  ever  buy.  He  was  ex¬ 
cited  over  her  skill  as  a  pilot.  She 
offered  to  leave  the  plane  in  Portland 
and  sell  or  give  it  away  so  she  would 
never  be  tempted  to  leave  Maine 
again.  He  laughed,  his  dark,  happy 
eyes  glowing. 

‘‘But  I  want  you  to  be  tempted — 
and  laugh  at  temptation.  I  want  you 
to  keep  the  plane  ready  so  you  can 
leave  at  a  moment’s  notice — and  not 
leave.  I  want  it  to  remind  me  that  if  I 
ever  go  crazy  and  lose  my  temper 
again  you’ll  be  gone  with  the  wind, 
and  never  come  back.” 

“But  there’s  no  place  to  go  now.  I 
am  officially  disowned.” 

They  clung  to  each  other,  roaring 
with  laughter  at  that.  But  it  was 
true.  A  formal  letter  had  come  from 
the  Wheeler  family  lawyer  telling 
Ella  that  she  had  been  cut  out  of  her 
father’s  will.  Somehow  it  had  made 
everything  perfect.  Shopping  in  Port¬ 
land,  Ella  said  Faith  was  quite  right. 
There  was  no  need  of  going  out  of 
the  state  of  Maine  for  anything.  Next 
day  she  said  something  still  more 
wonderful.  It  was  ^  glorious  day  and 
she  asked  Sam  to  take  her  sailing.  It 
was  startling  enough,  but  she  went 
one  step  further  and  suggested  ask¬ 
ing  Susan.  He  looked  at  her  in  amaze¬ 
ment. 

“Susan?  You  can’t  want  her,”  he 
exclaimed. 

“Of  course  I  can.  And  most  cer¬ 
tainly  you  do.” 

“Most  certainly  I  don’t.” 

He  said  it  more  bluntly  than  he 
intended.  He  saw  her  look  of  aston¬ 
ishment  and  put  his  arms  about  her. 

“If  you  want  to  sail  with  me  I  don’t 
wany  anyone  else.” 

“But  you  haven’t  seen  Susan  in 
days,  and  you  have  always  sailed 
with  her.  I’m  very  stupid  about  every¬ 
thing  connected  with  boats,  but  I 
know  you  can’t  handle  that  sailboat 
alone.” 


TOO  MANY  KISS2S 


69 


“YouUl  help  me.” 

“But  I  don’t  know  anything.’ 

“You  know  everything,  especially 
how  to  give  me  energy  enough  to  sail 
a  square-rigger  all  alone.  You’ll  sec.” 
“I’m  sure  Susan  would  like  to  go.” 
He  kissed  her  warmly,  his  lips 
clinging  to  hers.  “Would  you  be  too 
angry  if  I  told  you  I  want  you  all  for 
myself,  today,  torhorrow,  forever?” 

IT  WAS  MORE  than  enough.  It 
was  a  wave  of  happiness  that 
swept  them  both  along.  And  never 
had  the  boat  behaved  so  perfectly. 
This  time  Ella  showed  no  qualms, 
perhaps  because  she  had  things  to  do 
now  instead  of  merely  sitting  help¬ 
less  and  watching  the  efficiency  of 
the  others.  Sam  put  her  to  steering 
at  once.  He  was  delighted  at  the  way 
she  took  hold  this  time.  True,  the 
weather  was  perfect,  but  she  had  en¬ 
thusiasm,  not  fear,  this  time.  They 
headed  bravely  out  past  the  break¬ 
water  and  around  the  Head  where  a 
famous  light  stood.  Ella  was  excited, 
not  frightened,  now.  They  passed  the 
boat  running  to  the  islands  with  pas¬ 
sengers  and  she  stood  fearlessly  to 
wave  at  Bud  who  shouted  back  at 
her  She  couldn’t  hear  the  words  but 
she  was  sure  they  contained  boyish 
approval. 

Once  out  of  the  harbor,  she  was 
in  a  brave  new  world.  They  saw  sev¬ 
eral  sailing  vessels  that  took  passen¬ 
gers  out  for  week-cruises.  They 
looked  brave,  gallant  in  the  sunshine. 
With  their  own  sails  drawing  per¬ 
fectly,  Sam  sat  beside  her  as  she  hand¬ 
led  the  tiller  with  a  kind  of  gay 
abandon.  She  leaned  against  him  as  he 
pointed. 

“Would  you  dare  to  take  one  of 
those  sailing  cruises  now?” 

She  tossed  her  head<  “That’s  for 
landlubbers.  The  next  time  you  go 
to  the  Grand  Banks  I’m  going  with 
you.  I’m  not  going  to  let  you  have 
all  the  fun  any  more.” 

He  chuckled.  “It  isn’t  like  this  all 
the  time  even  at  this  time  of  year,” 
“Who  would  want  it  to  be?”  she 
scoffed.  “When  I  go  I  want  a  real 
trip  with  everything  thrown  in.  Has 
Siuan  been  to  the  Banks?” 


“Of  course  not.  Women  don’t  do 
that.” 

“Great.  I’ll  be  the  first  one.  Women 
are  doing  everything  these  days.” 

He  roared  with  laughter,  but  it  was 
because  he  was  so  happy  and  so 
proud  of  her^  They  had  their  picnic 
lunch  on  a  little  island  that  had  a  few 
scrubby  trees  on  it  but  looked  as  if 
it  must  be  almost  submerged  during 
storms.  She  had  never  felt  so  gay, 
so  deliriously  happy.  They  lay  in  the 
sun  away  from  the  world,  free  of  all 
care  of  the  world.  She  pillowed  her 
head  on  his  arm. 

“I  wish  we  could  make  this  day 
last  forever.” 

He  chortled.  “We  aren’t  home  yet. 
Suppose  a  storm  comes  up.” 

“I  don’t  care.  So  long  as  we’re  to¬ 
gether  we  don’t  need  anything  else.” 

“It  would  be  a  long  swim  home 
from  here.  Beautiful.” 

“This  is  home.  And  you  don’t  know 
how  well  I  swim.  I’ll  show  you.” 

nir^HE  FIRST  plunge  into  the  cry¬ 
stal  clear  water  was  a  shock,  but 
after  that  she  swam  on  and  on.  He 
hadn’t  known  hov^  well  she  swam 
and  he  was  first  delighted  and  then 
afraid  as  she  swept  away  from  him. 
He  called  and  she  came  swiftly  back, 
her  blue  eyes  sparkling. 

“Want  me  to  rescue  you?” 

“You’ll  have  to  if  we  go  any  far¬ 
ther.” 

She  gaily  showed  him  how  it  was 
done.  After  that  they  lay  on  a  vast 
rock  soaking  up  the  sun.  He  touched 
her  golden  hair  gently. 

“I’m  always  afraid  something  will 
hurt  your  hair.” 

“Since  it’s  real,  nothing  will.” 

“It’s  more  like  gold  than  ever  to¬ 
day.  You  never  were  so  beautiful.” 

“I  never  was  so  happy,  Sam.” 

His  dark  eyes  glowed.  “I  want  you 
to  be  like  this  always,  Ella.” 

He  showered  her  face  and  throat 
with  rapturous  kisses.  “I  want  to  see 
you  laughing.  I  want  to  be  sure  I 
can  make  you  happy.” 

“That’s  easy.” 

He  took  her  hand  and  held  it  warm¬ 
ly  in  his  own.  “I  was  wrong  to  leave 
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you  as  I  did  and  to  let  you  work  too 
hard.  I  was  very  stupid.  You  must 
promise  me  when  I’m  stupid  again 
you’ll  tell  me.” 

She  nodded  mockingly.  ‘‘I’ll  begin 
right  now  then.  You  didn’t  leave  me. 
I  left  you.  And  I  promise  wild 
horses  could  never  drag  me  away 
again.” 

”I  don’t  mean  that.  I  mean  on  the 
fishing  trips.  There  is  no  real  need 
for  me  to  go  because  I  have  captains 
that  are  not  only  most  capable  but 
to  whom  I  could  trust  anything  in  the 
world.” 

”You  don’t  need  to  tell  me.  I’ll  get 
to  know  them  when  I  go  with  you.” 

”You  can’t,  Ella.  Everything  is 
worked  on  shares.  I  own  the  boats, 
but  when  I  go  out  I  work  share  and 
share  alike  with  the  men.  It  is  our 
way  and  always  has  been.” 

She  smiled.  ‘‘So  that  is  the  way,  I 
won’t  insist  on  that.  Instead  you’ll 
have  to  promise  we’ll  go  around  the 
world  as  soon  as  the  world  gets  set 
tied.” 

‘‘When  you  smile  at  me  like  that, 
Beautiful,  I’d  promise  you  anything.” 

SPLENDID.  THEN  you  must 
promise  you  won’t  give  up 
your  trips  or  anything  necessary  to 
hang  around  watching  me.  You  won’t 
need  to,  you  know.  I’ll  never  run 
away  again.” 

‘‘It  isn’t  that,  Ella.  I  only  want  to 
be  near  you  all  the  time.  I  want  to  look 
at  you  all  the  time,  just  sit  and  look 
at  you.” 

She  patted  his  powerful  arm.  “Have 
you  forgotten?  I’m  a  poor  girl  now. 
You  have  to  work  hard  to  support  me. 
And  I’m  going  to  be  so  lazy.  You 
have  no  idea.  Instead  of  working  for 
old  Mr.  Galton,  I’m  going  to  buy 
jewelry  from  him.  And  Faith  is  go¬ 
ing  to  teach  me  to  hook  rugs  while 
you  are  at  sea.  I’m  going  to  do  all 
the  real  Maine  things — even  learn  to 
cook.” 

“I  don’t  want  you  to  do  anything 
but  love  me.” 

“That  goes  without  saying,  lover.” 
He  caught  her  up  in  his  arms  and 
carried  her  to  the  sailboat.  They  got 
home  red,  and  tousled  and  radiantly 


happy,  to  find  Faith  had  been  called 
away  to  Bangor  for  a  few  days.  They 
didn’t  really  miss  her.  In  their  com¬ 
plete  happiness  they  were  selfish. 
Susan  came  to  the  door,  but  they  hid 
like  children  in  their  room  and  didn’t 
answer  the  bell.  After  she  had  gone 
away  down  Elm  Street  they  stared  at 
each  other,  ashamed. 

“Now  why  did  we  do  that  to 
Susan,  Sam?” 

He  grinned.  “She  has  dark  hair.  I 
love  only  gold.” 

UNEXPECTED  call  from 
-H-  Bangor  kept  Faith  in  that  city 
for  more  than  a  week.  It  was  only  a 
distant  relative,  but  she  had  been 
brought  up  to  respect  any  call  from 
the  ailing.  Also,  she  had  no  need  to 
hurry  back,  since  Sam  and  Ella’s  sec¬ 
ond  honeymoon  was  likely  to  go  on 
indefinitely.  Anything  she  could  do 
to  bring  that  about  she  would. 

So  it  was  ten  days  later  when  she 
got  off  the  bus  at  the  railroad  station, 
and  she  was  loaded  down  with  bun¬ 
dles  in  addition  to  the  small  bag 
which  was  all  she  had  taken  with 
her.  There  had  been  a  chance  to  shop 
in  Bangor,  and  she  had  taken  advan¬ 
tage  of  it.  One  could  buy  so  much 
more  there  than  in  Stonehaven,  and 
she  had  wanted  to  buy  presents  for 
Sam,  for  Ella,  for  Bud  whom  she 
saw  so  little"  now,  even  for  Susan, 
who  had  seemingly  dropped  out  of 
her  life.  She  didn’t  want  that  to  hap¬ 
pen.  She  felt  sorry  for  Susan  and, 
in  a  way,  responsible  for  Susan.  There 
could  be  no  harm  any  more.  What¬ 
ever  Susan  had  said  or  done,  Sam 
couldn’t  hold  it  against  her  now.  And 
Ella  certainly  wouldn’t. 

She  was  smiling  happily  as  she 
crossed  Elm  Street,  her  arms  loaded 
with  the  bundles.  She  was  glad  to  be 
home.  There  was  a  little  fog  and  it 
would  undoubtedly  get  thicker  with 
evening,  but  that  was  Stonehaven, 
and  the  air  was  invigorating.  It  had 
been  hot  in  Bangor;  somehow  it  was 
always  hotter  in  summer  and  colder 
in  vvinter.  She  had  gone  up  there 
quite  often;  when  Sam  had  been  in 
the  university  at  Orono.  But  no  place 
was  like  home,  especially  now.  It 
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would  be  so  good  to  have  Ella  come 
running  to  take  her  bundles,  her  blue 
eyes  shining,  her  laughter  like  the 
music  of  silver  bells.  It  would — 

She  stood  on  the  front  step,  dumb¬ 
founded.  The  screen  door  opened  and 
Mel  Winslow  came  out  gaily.  He  was 
as  elegant  as  ever,  a  flower  in  his 
lapel,  his  eyes  twinkling. 

‘‘Hello,  Faith.  Let  me  take  your 
bundles.  You  must  have  bought  out 
Bangor  on  this  shopping  spree.” 

Her  arms  went  limp  before  he 
could  reach  her  and  everything  fell. 
Things  fairly  piled  up  at  her  feet. 
She  spoke  with  equal  lumpiness. 

“Where  did  you  come  from?” 

He  actually  gave  her  a  quick  hug 
and  almost  a  kiss.  “I  knew  you’d  be 
surprised.”  He  began  to  gather  pack¬ 
ages  with  that  same  deftness  which 
characterized  every  move  he  made. 
“But  I’m  sure  you  won’t  be  too  sur¬ 
prised.  We’re  all  next  door  neighbors 
these  days — by  plane.” 

Faith  swallowed  a  lump  in  her 
throat.  “What  do  you  want?” 

BWE  stood  up,  fairly  towering 
..S.  over  her,  his  laughter  raining 
down  on  her. 

“Wliy,  I  came  to  see  you,  of  course. 
Didn’t  you  invite  me?” 

“No,  Mr.  Winslow,  I  didn’t.” 

“The  name  is  Mel,  Faith,  Mel  for 
Melville  which  I  don’t  like.  Don’t 
tell  you’ve  also  forgotten  we  were 
very  friendly  in  Ohio.” 

His  chuckles  seemed  to  push  her 
into  the  house,  and  he  followed.  Her 
glance  was  quick,  but  no  one  was  in 
the  living  room.  The  house  had  that 
empty  feeling  that  every  woman 
knows.  She  drew  a  quick  breath  and 
faced  him  as  he  stood  holding  bun¬ 
dles.  He  was  too  tall  for  the  house.  He 
was  utterly  out  of  place  in  a  little 
house.  He  belonged  in  a  mansion 
such  as  the  Wheelers  lived  in.  She 
made  a  gesture. 

“You  can  dump  those  things  on  the 
couch.” 

He  didn’t  “dump.”  He  put  them 
down  carefully  and  precisely,  then 
stood  up,  debonair,  immaculate,  glow¬ 
ing  with  self-  satisfaction. 

“You  have  a  lovely  little  house 
here.  Faith.  A  real  treasure  chest. 


Ypu  know  I  didn’t  get  a  chance  to 
look  at  it  last  time.  You  were  sus¬ 
picious  of  me  then.  Or  have  you  for¬ 
gotten?” 

“I  have  not  forgotten,  Mr.  Win¬ 
slow,  nor  changed  my  mind.  I  was 
suspicious  of  you  then  and  I  am 
equally  so  now.  Had  I  been  home  I 
would  not  have  invited  you  in  this 
time  any  more  than  I  did  last.” 

He  grinned.  “That’s  known  as 
Maine  candor,  isn’t  it?” 

She  flushed.  She  could  feel  her 
face  getting  redder  and  redder.  But 
she  looked  up  at  him  steadily. 

“Don’t  you  think  you  caused 
trouble  enough  the  last  time  you 
came  here?” 

“That  was  unfortunate.  Faith.  But 
I  didn’t  know  you  then.” 

“You  most  certainly  don’t  know  me 
now  or  you  wouldn’t  be  here.” 

“What  are  you  afraid  of?  Even  if 
Sam  were  here  we  would  not  fight 
again.  He  went  fishing  and  won’t  be 
home  for  days.” 

“I  see.  You  found  that  out  and  de¬ 
cided  the  time  had  come  for  a  little 
more  dirty  w^iurk.  I’m  sorry,  but  I 
don’t  care  to  have  it  in  my  house.  You 
found  your  way  in,  so  you  can  surely 
find  your  way  out.”  • 

He  chortled.  “Please,  Faith.  I  really 
didn’t  find  my  way  in.  Susan  was 
here  and  let  me  in.” 

“Susan?” 

“Oh  yes.  She  is  a  delightful  girl. 
We  had  a  fine  long  talk  while  wait¬ 
ing  for  Ella  to  come  back,  and  then 
finally  Susan  went  to  look  for  her. 
“Then  you  haven’t  seen  Ella?” 

“No.  And  now  we  can  have  a  nice 
long  talk  and  thrash  a  few  things  out 
while  waiting.  May  I  sit  down?” 

“No.”  Her  voice  suddenly  had  a 
nervous  edge  to  it.  “We  have  noth¬ 
ing  to  thrash  out,  nothing  to  talk 
about  at  all.  What  is  more,  I  forbid 
you  to  see  Ella.  I  absolutely  forbid 
it.” 

He  shook  his  sleek  head.  “Aren’t 
you  going  a  bit  too  far.  Faith?  Is  El¬ 
la  a  guest  here,  or  a  prisoner,  or  what? 
Susan  was  quite  sure  Ella  would  be 
glad  to  see  me — especially  with  Sam 
away.” 
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The 

flashed, 
that?” 

“Isn’t  it  quite  clear?” 

“It  it  so  clear  I  must  ask  you  to 
leave  the  house.  At  once,  Mr.  Win¬ 
slow.” 

Wouldn’t  it  be  better  to  wait  until 
I  talk  to  Ella?” 

“I  said  at  once,  Mr.  Winslow.” 

He  shrugged  coolly.  “I’m  sorry  you 
feel  that  way.  I  have  a  message  for 
you  from  Mrs.  Wheeler.  She  is  very 
anxious  to — ” 

“I  am  not  interested  in  any  mes¬ 
sages  from  Mrs.  Wheeler.” 

“That  is  really  unkind.  Faith. 
Whatever  her  faults,  she  took  to  you 
at  once  and  would  do  anything  for 
you.” 

The  only  thing  she  can  do  for  me 
is  to  keep  you  in  Ohio.” 

“As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  only  got 
back  there  last  night.  I  .was  in  Califor¬ 
nia.” 

I  am  not  in  the  least  interested 
in  your  travels,  Mr.  Winslow.” 

He  shrugged  again  and  retrieved 
his  hat  from  a  chair.  Then  he  held 
out  his  hand. 

“I’m  sorry  you  feel  like  this.  Faith. 
I’m  very  fond  of  you.  We  all  are,  even 
Bruce  Wheeler.  You  outsmarted  him 
completely.  But  you  are  not  being 

clever  now.  I  must  see  Ella  and _ ” 

“Goodbye,  Mr.  Winslow.  Close  the 
door  after  you.  The  fog  is  coming  in.” 
“The  fog  definitely  is  in  now.” 

He  said  it  in  a  kind  of  mocking 
tone  and  was  gone.  Faith  stood  rigid 
for  a  moment,  steadying  herself. 
Then  she  looked  down  Elm  Street.  He 
was  walking  along  slowly,  tall,  hand¬ 
some  and  confident.  She  was  sure  he 
was  smiling.  His  words  seemed  to 
hang  in  the  air.  “You  are  not  being 
clever  now.”  A  shiver  shook  her 
whole  body.  She  also  felt  she  hadn’t 
been  very  clever.  He  would  find  El¬ 
la,  of  course,  and  talk  to  her.  She  had 
no  way  of  preventing  that.  All  she 
had  succeeded  in  doing  was  forcing 
them  to  talk  somewhere  else.  Far 
from  being  clever,  she  had  been  a  fool. 

A  second  shiver  ran  down  her  spine. 


The  fog  was  definitely  in  now.  She 
crossed  the  room  and  set  a  match  to 
the  logs  on  the  fireplace.  She  wanted 
the  flames  to  leap  against  the  chill 
in  the  air  and  the  too  early  darkness. 
She  stood  holding  out  her  small  lean 
hands  to  the  blze.  She  only  turned 
when  she  heard  someone  come  into 
the  kitchen.  She  hurried  there  and 
found  Ella  with  bundles.  Ella’s  cheeks 
were  glowing  and  her  blue  eyes  were 
very  bright  as  she  leaped  to  kiss  her 
mother-i-n-law. 

Welcome  home.  When  did  you  fret 
in?’^  ^ 

‘‘A  few  minutes  ago.” 

Ella  patted  her  cheek  gaily.  ”You 
look  tired.  You  sit  down,  because 
you’re  going  to  be  a  guest  in  your 
own  home  tonight.  Don’t  say  no.  I 
have  to  show  you  all  I  learned  in  the 
last  ten  days,  expecially  the  last  week 
since  Sam  left.  Did  you  know  I  tried 
to  go  with  him  but  he  wouldn’t  take 
me?  I  know  he  couldn’t,  of  course. 
But  I  love  the  sea  now.  Susan  and  I 
go  sailing  every  day  and  she  is  teach¬ 
ing  me  so  I  can  amaze  Sam  on  his 
return.  She  teaches  me  sailing  and  I 
try  out  my  cooking  on  her.  She  teach¬ 
es  me  that,  too.  Hasn’t  she  been  tell¬ 
ing  you  about  it?  Susan,”  she  called, 
“where  are  you?” 

DREW  a  deep  breath. 

“Didn’t  you  meet  her  on  the 
street?” 

“No.  Is  she  out  looking  for  me?  I 
went  down  toward  the  other  end  of 
town  to  get  some  fruit.  I  got  blue¬ 
berries.  I  know  you  love  them.  Susan 
is  going  to  show  me  how  to  make 
blueberry  muffins  and—  Faith,  you 
are  looking  out  the  window  and  don’t 
hear  a  word  I’m  saying.” 

“I’m  sorry.  I — I  must  be  tired 
and — ” 

“Of  course  you  are.  Why  don’t 
you  go  up  and  lie  down  till  we  call 
you?  Susan  will  be  back  any  minute 
and  we  three  will  have  a  jolly  supper.” 

Faith  made  her  decision.  She  took 
the  girl’s  glowing  face  between  her 
hands  and  spoke  quickly. 

Will  you  help  me?  I  just  remem¬ 
bered  something.  Something  awful.” 
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Ella  hugged  her.  "‘What  can  I  do?” 

”It’s  awful  to  ask  you.  But  it’s  im¬ 
portant.  I  must  get  back  to  Bangor 
right  awa3^  Every  minute  is  precious. 
Can  you  fly  me  there?” 

course  I  can.  That  will  be  fun. 
We  can  have  an  early  supper  and — ” 

”No.  We  must  start  right  away. 
This  minute.” 

Ella  glanced  out  the  window.  “The 
fog  is  coming  in  fast.” 

“That’s  it,”  cried  Faith.  “We  must 
get  away  before  it’s  too  late.” 

Ella  frowned.  “Maybe  it  is  too  late 
already.” 

“No!  No!  We  must  go!  It’s  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  life  and  death.’'  She  caught  the 
girl’s  hand.  “We  have  to  beat  the  fog. 
You  have  to  do  it  for  me.” 

“All  right.”  Ella  caught  her  excite¬ 
ment.  “Get  your  coat.  I’ll  dash  up¬ 
stairs  a  minute  and — ” 

“No!  We  must  go  now!  We  don’t 
need  anything!” 

Faith  began  to  drag  her  toward  the 
door.  Ella  gasped. 

“We  have  to  leave  a  note  for  Su¬ 
san.  She — ” 

“No.  Leave  nothing.  We  must  get 
away.” 

“But  the  stove — ” 

P'aith  half  dragged  her  out  of  the 
house  and  out  of  the  back  way 
through  the  garden  that  opened  onto 
the  alley.  The  fog  seemed  thicker 
there.  Definitely  thicker.  Ella  stopped 
short. 

“It’s  no  use,  Faith.  We  can’t  get 
off  the  ground.  The  fog  is  coming 
from  that  direction. 

Faith  shook  her.  “You  have  to  do 
it  for  me.  You — ” 

The  woman’s  voice  ended  in  a  gulp. 
Susan  was  beside  them.  Susan’s  dark 
eyes  were  glowing,  her  voice  gay. 

“Where  are  you  two  dashing  off  to? 
I  saw  you  leave  the  house  and  I  ran 
after  you.” 

Ella  was  quick.  “Faith  has  to  get 
back  to  Bangor  at  once.  I  was  going 
to  fly  her  but — ” 

“Back  to  Bangor?”  Susan  made  it 
sound  mad.  “You  just  came  from 
there.”  . 

Faith  heaved  a  sigh.  “It — it  doesn’t 
matter  now.” 

Susan  chuckled.  “You  can’t  go  off 
now  anvwav.  Ella.  Mel  is  here.  We 


had  a  grand  long  talk  and  I  think  he 
is  perfectly  charming.” 

“Who  is  here?”  queried  Ella. 

“Mel  Winslow.  I  went  out  to  look 
for  you  v/hen  you  didn’t  con\e  home 
for  so  long.  He’s  so  anxious  to  see 
you.  I  left  him  in  the  house  waiting. 
Wasn’t  he  there  when  you  came  home, 
Faith?  He  was  so  anxious  to  see  you 
too,  and  told  me  how  crazy  everyone 
was  about  you  out  there  in  Ohio.  He 
is  certainly  the  most  fascinating  talk¬ 
er  I  ever  met.” 

Si^AITH  DREW  herself  up  with  an 
L  effort.  “We  had  better  go  back. 
We’ll  surely  catch  cold  here  like 
this.” 

She  shivered  as  if  to  prove  it.  Ella 
looked  at  her  slowly. 

“What  about  Bangor?” 

“We  don’t  need  to  go  now.  I — I 
think  I  can  telephone  or — or  write.” 

“But  you  said  it  was  a  matter  of 
life  and  death.” 

“It  isn’t  now.” 

Susan  laughed.  “Wasn’t  it  lucky 
I  saw  you  and  could  catch  up  with 
you?  If  you’d  gone  to  Bangor  you 
wouldn’t  have  seen  Mel,  because  he 
told  me  he  is  only  making  a  short 
visit  this  time.  Faith,  you  must  have 
missed  him.” 

“No.  I  saw  him.” 

Ella  looked  incredulous.  “You  saw 
him.  And  you — you — ” 

“Yes.” 

Susan  gasped.  “You  mean  you  were 
trying  to  take  Ella  away  so  she 
wouldn’t  get  a  chance  to  see  Mel?” 
“Yes.  I  don’t  like  him.” 

“Why,  how  can  you  say  it?  He’s 
the  most  charming  man  I  ever  met.” 
“I  think  so,  too.” 

“I  don’t  understand,”  cried  Susan. 
“If  you  like  him  so  much,  then — ” 

“I  don’t  like  him.  What  is  more, 
I  told  him  so  and  ordered  him  out 
of  my  house.  I  consider  him  the  most 
dangerous  person  in  all  the  world,  the 
one  person  who  can  ruin  all  our  hap¬ 
piness.  Now  I’ve  said  it.” 

She  turned  and  ran  through  the 
garden  toward  the  back  door  of  the 
house.  The  two  girls  stood  without 
speaking  until  she  entered  the  kitch¬ 
en;  then  Susan  heaved  a  vast  sigh. 
“I  don’t  understand  this  at  all. 
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What  is  the  matter  with  Faith?  I  nev¬ 
er  saw  her  so  utterly  beside  herself.” 

Ella  put  a  hand  on  her  arm.  ‘'Will 
you  do  me  a  great  favor,  Susan?  Find 
Mel  and  tell  him  I  don't  wish  to  see 
him  now  or  at  any  other  time.” 

“But — but  how  could  I  tell  him 
that?” 

“With  your  tongue,  Susan.  But  you 
needn't  bother.  I  shall  find  him  and 
tell  him.  You  go  into  the  house  and 
tell  Faith  I  shall  be  back  in  half  an 
hour.  And  I  shall  get  rid  of  him.” 

“But  he  has  a  message  for  you  from 
your  mother.” 

“All  right.  Will  you  go  stay  with 
Faith  till  I  get  back?'* 

“Of  course,  but — ” 

Susan  broke  off  as  Ella  strode  away 
in  the  direction  of  Main  Street.  Then 
she  walked  slowly  through  the  gar¬ 
den  and  into  the  house.  Faith  was 
in  the  living  room  standing  before 
the  fire  holding  her  small  hands  out 
to  the  blaze.  She  turned  slowly  to¬ 
ward  the  dark  girl. 

“Where  is  Ella?” 

“Gone  to  look  for  Mel,  of  course.” 
“Didn't  she  say  anything?  Susan, 
can't  you  see  how  worried  I  am?” 

The  dark  girl  smiled  enigmatically. 
“What  could  she  say?  She  just  ran 
after  him.  She  wouldn't  let  me  go  give 
him  a  message.” 

a^HEN  IT'S  ALL  a  lie!  A  dirty, 
M.  rotten  lie!  You  aren't  sick. 
You  haven't  been  sick  at  all.  It  was  a 
trick.” 

Ella  fairly  hurled  the  words  at  her 
mother,  who  was  sitting  up  in  bed 
with  a  pile  of  magazines  beside  her 
on  one  side  and  a  box  of  chocolates 
on  the  other.  The  maid  was  half  cow¬ 
ering  in  a  corner.  She  was  a  new  maid 
and  had  not  been  clever  enough  to 
slip  out  of  the  room  when  everyone 
came  charging  in.  She  had  heard  stor¬ 
ies  about  Ella  and  her  romantic  mar¬ 
riage  to  a  penniless  fisherman  who 
beat  her  up  everyday,  but  she  had 
never  seen  her. 

None  of  the  others  had  ever  seen 
her  quite  like  this  either.  Mrs.  Wheel¬ 
er  took  refuge  in  the  eternal  subter¬ 
fuge.  She  put  plump  hands  to  her  ears 
and  murmured  a  protest. 

“I  may  not  be  sick  enough  to  suit 


you,  but  I  do  have  a  headache  and 
there  is  no  need  to  shout.” 

Ella  stook  shaking,  her  face  drained 
of  all  color,  her  hands  clenching  and 
unclenching  at  her  sides. 

“There  is  every  need  to  shout.  I 
was  told  you  were  at  death's  door 
and  I  had  to  come  at  once  if  I  hoped 
to  see  you  alive.” 

Her  father  laughed,  his  rough  dom¬ 
ineering  laugh.  “I  knew  Mel  could  be 
depended  on  to  lay  it  on  thick.  You'd 
listen  to  him  where  you  wouldn't 
listen  to  any  of  us  or  pay  any  atten¬ 
tion  to  any  message  we  sent  you.  Mel 
still  has  the  magic  touch.” 

Ella  flared  out  at  him.  “I  might 
have  known  it  was  one  of  your  tricks. 
I  was  a  fool  even  to  listen.” 

Dr.  Kendricks  coughed.  He  had  a 
pompous  manner  and  only  prosperous 
patients.  He  had  been  playing  chess 
with  Bruce  Wheeler  when  Ella  burst 
into  the  house.  His  manner  was  vague¬ 
ly  paternal. 

“Surely,  Miss  Wheeler,  you  don't 
regret  finding  your  mother  in  good 
health  instead  of  being  at  death's 
door  as  you  put  it.” 

The  girl's  eyes  snapped.  “My  name 
is  Mrs.  Haskins,  Dr.  Kendricks.” 

“I'm  afraid  you'll  always  be  Miss 
Wheeler  to  me.” 

Mrs.  Wheeler  held  out  a  fat  hand, 
still  bejeweled  even  in  bed.  “Come 
give  Mother  a  kiss.  You  know  you 
don't  mean  any  of  the  things  you  say. 
You're  really  delighted  to  be  back 
home  again.” 

“My  home  is  in  Stonehaven.  In 
Maine.  I  told  Father  that  when  he 
came  to  thunder  at  me.  Where  is 
Nona?” 

“She's  out  dancing,  of  course.  You 
will  be  tomorrow  night.  Mel  will 
see  to  that.” 

“Mel  will  see  to  nothing.”  Ella  was 
breathing  hard  as  if  she  had  been  run- 
ing,  but  she  felt  she  must  control  her¬ 
self.  “I  shall  never  speak  to  Mel 
again,  never.  He  is  the  lowest  sneak 
in  the  world.” 

“But  you  love  him  all  right,”  cried 
her  father.  “You  know  you  like  to 
bluff,  but  you  jumped  at  the  chance 
to  come  home.  I  called  the  airport 
and  found  out  you  took  off  against 
orders  in  a  fog.” 
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She  faced  him.  “The  fog  will  ^be 
gone  by  the  time  I  get  back  there. 

“You  bet  it  will,”  he  chuckled. 
“They’ll  probably  have  a  new  airfield 
by  that  time.  You’re  here  to  stay  this 

time.”  '  ,  •  1  T»j 

“Stay?  Here?  Do  you  think  Id 

ever  stay  here  after  this? 

Mrs.  wheeler  rattled  her 

box  of  chocolates  to  get  atten¬ 
tion.  “I  really  haven’t  been  very  well, 
Ella.  But  tell  me.  Did  Mel  deliver 
my  message  to  Faith?  He  promised 
he  would.” 

‘^Since  he  is  the  world’s  cheapest 
liar,  he  probably  didn’t,  Mother.  All 
I  know  is  that  Faith  is  the  only  one 
with  any  sense.  She  ordered  him  out 
of  her  house  as  any  decent  person 

would.”  ,  , 

Dr.  Kendricks  smiled.  “Don  t  be  so 
hard  on  the  young  man.  He  had  a  dif¬ 
ficult  job  to  do  and  he  did  it.  You 
should  be  happy,  young  lady,  to  think 
that  he  loves  you  so  much.” 

‘‘So  you’re  in  on  this  too.  I  might 
have  known  it.” 

Mrs.  Wheeler  spoke  sharply,  her 
mouth  full  of  candy.  “You  should  be 
grateful  to  Dr.  Kendricks  for  being 
so  much  interested  in  you.  For  one 
thing,  he  doesn’t  think  the  climate 
of  the  Maine  coast  is  suitable  for  you. 
Tell  her  about  it.  Doctor.” 

He  smiled.  “I  think  Miss  Wheeler 
understands.” 

“I  understand  only  one  thing.  I  ve 
been  tricked.” 

Her  father  smiled.  “You  didn’t  ex¬ 
pect  me  to  let  you  go  to  pieces  back 
there,  did  you?  Whenever  you  are 
ready  to  apologize  for  the  way  you 
talked  to  me  I  shall  see  what  I  can 
do  about  remembering  you  are  my 
daughter  again.” 

“Don’t  bother.  I’m  leaving  here  now 
and  this  time  I  am  never  coming  back. 
And  I  mean  never.” 

“You  never  used  to  be  so  melodra¬ 
matic.” 

“I  never  used  to  be  a  lot  of  things 
I  am  now.” 

She  turned  on  her  heel  and  walked 
out  of  the  ornate  bedroom.  Her  own 
room  was  down  the  hall.  She  went  in 
to  bathe  quickly  and  change  clothes. 


She  needed  that  much  refreshing  if 
she  wgs  to  fly  back*  tonight,  and  that 
was  just  what  she  intended  doing.  If 
everything  went  well  shq  would  be 
home  in  time  for  breakfast.  She 
could  telephone  Faith  and  tell  her 
that  now.  Mel  hadn’t  given  her  time 
Jto  phone  Faith,  who  must  be  thinking 
terrible  things. 

However,  she  waited  until  after  her 
bath  before  trying.  She  wanted  to  be 
sure  she  was  calm.  She  must  be  steady. 
But  when  she  tried  the  phone  she 
got  no  answer.  Her  temper  flared  up; 
then  she  realized  it  had  probably 
been  disconnected  downstairs  while 
she  was  away.  There  were  phones  all 
over  the  house.  Pulling  on  a  robe, 
she  thrust  her  feet  into  slippres  and 
started  for  the  nearest  one. 

UT  THE  DOOR  wos^ldn’t  open. 
She  tried  it  several  times  before 
she  realized  it  was  locked.  Locked  on 
the  outside.  She  had  been  locked  into 
her  room  like  a  naughtly  child.  For 
a  second  she  couldn’t  realize  it,  and 
then  she  lost  her  temper  completely 
and  hurled  herself  against  the  door. 
The  sturdy  oak  didn’t  so  much  as 
quiver  under  the  impact.  The  doors 
in  that  house  were  made  to  ignore 
dramatics.  She  pounded. 

“Open  this  door.” 

She  shouted  over  and  over  again 
for  a  full  minute  before  she  realized 
she  was  wasting  her  breath  and 
strength.  Her  two  windows  looked 
out  on  the  garden  and  lawn,  but  it 
was  a  long  drop.  The  vast  proportions 
of  the  house  ensured  that.  And  shout¬ 
ing  was  less  than  useless.  There  was 
no  one  to  hear  within  a  mile  at  least 
and  it  was  late.  She  was  not  only 
tricked  but  trapped. 

It  did  no  good  to  tear  Mel’s  pic¬ 
ture  on  her  bureau  into  the  smallest 
possible  fragments  and  then  hurl  them 
into  the  night,  but  she  did  just  that. 
The  pieces  fluttered  like  snowflakes 
in  the  darkness.  It  was  a  warm  night 
and  there  was  no  breeze.  She  went  to 
her  bathroom  and  drank  some  cold 
water  slowly.  That  did  make  her  feel 
better.  She  was  not  too  surprised 
when  her  phone  rang  and  her  Fath¬ 
er’s  voice  came  over  the  wye. 

“Have  you  decided  to  oe  sensible 
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and  go  to  bed?*'  he  demanded. 

She  hesitated,  then  answered  dully, 
am  tired.  I  think  I  shall  feel  better 
in  the  morning.” 

‘‘Do  you  want  Dr.  Kendricks  to  give 
you  a  pill  to  make  you  sleep?” 

She  held  back  the  answer  that 
leaped  to  her  lips.  She  had  been 
tricked  and  trapped  and  needed  to  be 
clever  now.  She  managed  a  yawn. 

“I'm  sure  I'll  sleep  v/ell.  But  thank 
Dr.  Kendricks.” 

“Ah.  Now  you  sound  more  like  my 
daughter.  Are  you  hungry?” 

“No,  Father.  Mel  and  I  ate  some¬ 
thing  when  we  stopped  to  refuel.” 
“Then  you're  going  to  be  sensible.” 
She  managed  a  faint  laugh  she 
hoped  sounded  convincing.  “I  assure 
you  I  won't  try  to  break  any  more 
doors.  I  am  sore  all  over.  What  time 
is  breakfast  served  in  this  jail?” 

His  laugh  answered  her.  “That's 
better.  As  soon  as  you  realize  you  are 
home  with  your  family  it  won't  be  a 
jail.  I'll  see  you  at  breakfast.” 

“Good  night,  Father.” 

“Don't  try  any  foolish  long  distance 
phone  calls,  Ella.” 

“I  won't.  Not  even  Reno.” 

He  only  laughed,  but  she  knew  that 
had  touched  him.  She  took  off  her 
robe  and,  switching  off  the  lights,  lay 
on  the  bed.  She  was  tired,  almost  ex¬ 
hausted,  but  not  really  sleepy  yet.  She 
whispered  softly  into  the  darkness. 

“I  love  you,  Sam.  I'll  always  love 
you.  You  must  hear  me  by  some  magic 
-—and  you  must  believe  me.  Good¬ 
night — lover.” 

The  soft  sweet  words  seemed  to 
hang  in  ther  air  like  perfume.  She 
closed  her  eyes  and  a  faint  breeze 
came  through  the  window  and 
touched  her  cheek.  It  was  like  Sam's 
lips  upon  her  lips.  The  fragrance 
of  full  summer  flowed  up  from  the 
garden.  She  was  at  peace  and  slipped 
softly  into  the  velvety  rapture  of 
sleep. 

The  day  dawned  clear,  warm,  blue 
and  promised  to  be  a  scorcher  by 
noontime.  Ella  came  down  to  break¬ 
fast  with  a  beach  robe  over  her  bath¬ 
ing  suit  and  rope-soled  slippers  on 
her  feet.  For  once  her  mother  was 
down  for  the  meal  and  fanning  her¬ 


self  as  she  drank  a  big  glass  of  iced 
orange  juice.  Her  father  looked  over 
his  coffee  cup  and  smiled  v/ith 
satisfaction. 

“So  you  have  decided  to  be  sensi¬ 
ble  today.” 

“Why  not,  since  it  is  going  to  be 
much  too  hot  to  use  energy  for  any¬ 
thing  but  swimming?” 

Mrs.  Wheeler  sighed  and  mopped 
her  forehead.  “It  isn't  this  hot  in 
Maine,  is  it?” 

No,  Mother.  It  was  chilly  when 
I  left.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  sneered.  “Do  you  wish 
you  were  back  on  the  fog-bound  coast 
of  Maine?” 

Ella  laughed.  “I  needed  a  swim.” 
Mrs.  Wheeler  sighed  again  and 
touched  her  arm.  “So  you  have  de¬ 
cided  to  be  sensible  after  all?” 

“I  like  taking  the  easiest  way  out.” 
She  laughed  lazily.  “Father,  will  you 
send  a  telegram  to  Faith?  It  will  be 
easier  than  phoning.  It's  decent  to 
let  her  know  where  I  am.” 

He  beamed.  “As  a  matter  of  fact, 
I  anticipated  your  wishes  and  phoned 
last  night.  I  told  her  you  were  staying 
here.” 

Ella  knew  his  eyes  were  sharply 
watching  her.  She  grinned. 

“What  did  she  say  to  that.  Father?"' 
She  said  that  if  you  preferred 
staying  here  you  might  as  well  stay 
here  for  good  and  all.” 

‘T  don't  believe  it!  It  isn't  true!” 
It  was  Nona  shouting  from  the 
doorway  where  she  had  been  listen¬ 
ing.  Mr.  Wheeler  stood  up,  glaring  at 
her. 

Are  you  daring  to  call  me  a  liar. 
Noma?” 

Ella  reached  up  and  smiledat  him. 
‘‘Don't  mind  Nona,  Father.  She's  only 
a  child  after  all.” 

“Am  I?”  cried  Nona.  “Well,  I’m 
not  fool  enough  to  let  them  pull  the 
wool  over  my  eyes  and  ruin  my  hap¬ 
piness.  Are  you  crazy  to  come  back 
here  now?  Don't  you  know  anything 
yet?”  ^ 

“I  know  you'll  get  twice  as  much 
money  if  you  can  keep  Father  mad 
at  me,  darling.” 

Nona  gasped.  “You  think  I  would 
do  that?  Do  you?” 

“Why  not?  It  has  been  done.  But 
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I’m  being  sensible  now.” 

“You’re  just  hateful.  You  are.  You 
don’t  deserve  to.  have  a  decent  hus¬ 
band.  I’ll  tell  him  he’ll  be  better  off 
if  he  never  sees  you  again.” 

The  girl  fairly  spit  out  the  words, 
then  ran  from  the  room.  Mrs.  Wheel¬ 
er  sat  down  again  and  patted  Ella  s 
arm. 

“I  see  my  older  daughter  has  some 
brains  and  is  using  them.  I  shall  at¬ 
tend  to  Nona  later.” 

“Let  her  go,  Father.  She  is  only  a 
child  and  full  of  romantic  ideas.  It 
takes  a  little  explosion  to  let  off 
steam  sometimes,  especially  with 
girls.” 

Mrs.  wheeler  heaved 

another  sigh.  “I  never  ex¬ 
plode.  I  just  wish  Faith  were  here.  I 
did  like  her.  I  don’t  care  what  any¬ 
body  says.” 

Her  husband  chuckled.  “If  you 
mean  me,  why  not  call  her  up  now 
and  invite  her  out  here?  I’m  quite 
willing.” 

“You  mean  you’ll  let  her  come? 
The  fat  woman’s  eyes  were  round. 

“Clarice,  dear,  this  is  your  home. 
You  have  everyone  you  like.  Ask 
Sam,  too.” 

“I  don’t  like  Sam.  I  hate  Sam  I 
only  agreed  to  playing  that  trick  on 
Ella  because  I  hate  him.  Other¬ 
wise — ” 

She  stopped  short  and  clapped  a 
jewelled  hand  to  her  mouth.  Her 
husl*id  laughed  raucously. 

“You  haven’t  said  anything  bad. 
Ella  is  going  to  be  sensible.” 

Mrs.  Wheeler  spilled  coffee  in  her 
lumbering  attempt  to  leave  the  table 
and  got  to  a  phone  as  quickly  as  pos¬ 
sible.  Ella  sat  smiling  and  ate  a 
hearty  breakfast  while  talking  to 
her  father  as  if  nothing  had  pap- 
pened,  as  if  she  had  never  left  home 
or  married  at  all.  She  felt  she  was 
going  to  need  her  strength  as  well  as 
her  wits  today.  She  was  finishing  her 
second  cup  of  coffee  when  her  moth¬ 
er  came  back  slowly,  wiltedly,  with 
tears  in  her  eyes. 

“She — she  said  no.  She  won’t  come. 
She  doesn’t  want  to  see  me.  I — I  of¬ 
fered  to  pay  her  anything  or  give  her 
anything  and  she  said  she  would  nev¬ 


er  leave  Maine  again.  I  got  so  excited 
I  asked  could  I  come  visit  her  and 
she  said  ‘No.’  ” 

The  last  word  was  a  sob.  Mr. 
Wheeler’s  answering  laugh  was  a  pos¬ 
itive  gloat.  Ella  jumped  up  and 
kissed  her  mother  quickly. 

“Don’t  cry.  She’s  a  cross,  selfish 
old  woman.”  ‘ 

“But  I  like  her.  I  still  like  her.  I 
want  her  for  my  friend.  I  don’t  have 
any  friends.  I  don’t  have  anybody. 
And  I  don’t  drink  any  more,  either. 
She  said  it  wasn’t  good  for  me,  so  I 
stopped.  It  was  easy  when  she  was 
here,  but  it  isn’t  easy  any  more.  If 
she  would  be  my  friend  it  would  be 
easy  all  the  time.  This  way  I  might 
as  well  be  drunk.  I  have  nothing  to 
do,  nowhere  to  go,  nothing  to  think 
about.” 

Ella  kissed  her  again  with  a 
warmth  that  surprised  herself,  and 
patted  her  shoulder. 

“Don’t  cry.  I’m  home  with  you. 
We’ll  do  plenty  of  things.  We’ll 
have  fun.  Didn’t  I  come  right  away 
as  soon  as  I  heard  you  were  sick  and 
needed  me?” 

“But  it  was  a  lie.  It  was  all  a  lie. 
God  punishes  people  who  lie  like 
that.  He  is  punishing  me  now.” 

“Don’t  be  silly.  Mother.  I  wanted 
to  see  you  anyway.  And  it’s  wonder¬ 
ful  that  you  don’t  like  cocktails  any 
more.” 

“But  I  do  like  them.  I  want  one 
right  now.  I — ” 

Ella  put  a  quick  hand  over  her 
mouth.  “You  musn’t  say  that  be¬ 
cause  it  isn’t  true.  We’re  going  to 
have  fun.  You’re  too  warm  and  too 
dressed  up.  Put  on  a  suit  and  we’ll 
swim  in  the  pool.” 

“Me?  Swim?  I’m  as  fat  as  a  cow.” 
“You’re  not !  I’ll  teach  you  to  swim. 
Then  when  we  feel  tired  of  that  we’ll 
go  shopping.  All  my  clothes  are  so 
scattered  I  need  things.  We’ll  have 
lunch  in  town  and  have  fun.”  She 
swung  round  to  her  father,  who  was 
standing  watching.  “Mother  and  I 
are  having  a  holiday.” 

He  squared  his  shoulders,  then 
went  to  his  wife  and  kissed  her  as  he 
seldom  had  in  long  years. 

“I  think  we  have  found  our  daughr 
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ter.  Take  care  of  her.” 

"  She  beamed  through  her  tear- 
stained  eyes.  “She’s  going  to  take 
care  of  me.  I — I  never  was  so  happy. 
I’ll  run  put  on  my  bathing  suit.  I’ve 
always  been  ashamed  to  wear  it.  I 
won’t  any  more.  And  I’ll  take  off  all 
my  rings.  I  don’t  need  them  now.” 
She  actually  danced  out  of  the  room. 

I^LLA  KISSED  her  father  good- 
^  bye  and  watched  his  chauffeur 
drive  him  away  before  turning  back 
into  the  house.  Nona  was  just  com¬ 
ing  down  the  broad  stairs.  Her  lip 
curled  at  sight  of  Ella. 

“So  you  are  crawling  around  like 
a  worm  after  all.” 

^  S'lls  hesitated,  tU#n  grinned. 
You’d  do  the  same  in  my  place.” 

“I  v/ouldn’t  crawl  if  they  disin¬ 
herited  me  six  times  over.” 

“So  you  think  it’s  that?” 

“What  else  is  it?  You  were  look¬ 
ing  for  an  excuse  to  get  back.  They 
didn’t  have  to  trick  you  at  all.  And 
now  you’re  teaching  Mother  to  swim 
you  ought  to  be  ashamed.  You  got 
her  dancing  around  like— like  a  fool.” 

Ella  smiled.  “If  I  can  give  her  any 
happiness  I’m  glad.  She  certainly 
doesn’t  have  anybody  on  her  side.” 
“Sycophant !” 

Nona  hissed  the  word  and  swept 
past  to  the  breakfast  room.  Ella  stood 
looking  up  the  stairs.  She  could  hear 
her  mother  singing.  Actually  sing¬ 
ing.  She  hadn’t  heard  that  in  years. 
She  went  slowly  into  the  library  and 
picked  up  the  telephone.  Almost  to 
her  surprise,  it  was  working.  She 
gave  Faith’s  number  to  Long  Distance 
and  waited.  It  seemed  an  intermin¬ 
able  length  of  time  before  the  ans¬ 
wered  report  came.  No  answer.  She 
drew  a  deep  breath  and  tried  again. 
Susan  Goodrow’s  number  this  time. 

It  wasn’t  until  the  “no  answer”  report 
came  back  that  she  realized.  Of 
course  Susan  was  at  work  at  this 
hour.  She  hung  up  slowly.  Perhaps 
it  was  just  as  well  not  to  talk  to  Su¬ 
san  anyway.  Yesterday  Susan  had 
seemed  too  anxious  to  cooperate  with 
Mel. 

She  wandered  slowly  down  to  the 
pool.  Chairs,  cushions,  umbrellas 
were  out  as  always.  She  sat  down  on 
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the  edge  of  the  pool  dangling  her 
feet  in  the  water.  She  must  be  careful 
and  not  make  any  mistakes.  She  had 
to  get  away  from  there  and  back 
home  before  Sam  got  home,  but  lucki¬ 
ly  there  v/as  a  week  or  more  for  that. 
If  she  was  clever  she  could  do  any¬ 
thing  in  a  week.  She— 

A  step  made  her  turn.  It  was  Mel. 
He  was  dressed  perfectly  as  always 
—flannel,  white  shoes,  a  rose  in  his 
buttonhole.  He  carried  a  Panama  hat. 
And  he  was  smiling  broadly. 

“How’s  the  water,  darling?” 

She  stood  up  to  face  him.  “I  was 
hoping  you’d  come.” 

He  took  her  chin  in  his  hand  and 
kissed  her  lightly.  “You  know  I’d 
come  to  ask  about  your  mother.  How 
IS  she  this  morninp:?” 

‘"Sober.” 

smiling.  “I  don’t  mean 
that,  Ella.  I  couldn’t  come  in  with 
you  last  night,  but  I  was  worried.  Is 
the  operation  going  to  be  necessary?” 

Y/hat  operation?”  Her  eyes  were 
fixed  on  his. 

“You  mean  they  didn’t  tell  you 
anything?”  he  cried. 

^HE  LAUGHED  bitterly.  “I  mean 
they  told  me  everything.  There 
was  nothing  the  matter  with  Mother 
at  all.  And  you  knew  it.  Don’t  waste 
time  looking  astounded,  because  even 
Dr.  Kendricks  was  frank.  It  was  all 
a  trick  to  get  me  back  here.  You  are 
going  to  be  congratulated  on  having 
played  your  part  so  well.  I  must  be 
the  first  to  congratulate  you  on  being 
the  slimiest,  rottenest,  lowest  filth¬ 
iest  liar  and  cheat  I  ever  met.” 

The  words  were  like  slaps.  He 
winced  under  them. 

“Ella!  Don’t  say  that!  It  isn’t  true. 

I  swear  I  didn’t  know.  I—” 

She  pushed  him.  It  was  done 
swiftly  and  with  all  the  force  she 
could  muster.  He  toppled,  catching 
at  the  air,  and  then  sank  into  the  wat¬ 
er.  But  that  was  not  enough.  She 
leaped  to  catch,  up  cushions,  stools, 
anything  she  could  lift  and  fling  at 
him.  A  wild  rage  completely  pos¬ 
sessed  her.  To  do  what  he  had  done 
and  then  to  swear  he  didn’t  know. 
She  caught  up  an  ash  tray  and  hurled 
It.  It  just  missed  his  head  as  he  stood 
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neck  deep  trying  to  shout  at  her. 

Then  the  whirlwind  of  madness 
was  gone  as  quickly  as  it  had  come. 
She  felt  cold,  critical,  mocking.  Sit¬ 
ting  down  in  a  long  cane  chair,  she 
watched  him  climb  out  of  the  pool. 
She  lighted  a  cigarette. 

‘‘Now  you  know  how  the  water  is, 
Vm  sure.’' 

He  looked  utterly  ludicrous  as  he 
stood  dripping.  “Ella.  What  is  the 
matter  with  you?” 

She  laughed  mockingly.  “I’m  all 
right.  You  seem  to  be  in  trouble.  Run 
home  so  you  won’t  catch  cold.  If  you 
get  all  I’m  wishing  you  it  will  start 
with  pneumonia,  and  go  on  from 
there.” 

“But,  darling,  I  swear—” 

“Don’t  call  me  darling  or  I’ll  real¬ 
ly  do  something.  Don’t  ever  speak  to 
me  again.  Get  out  of  here  and  don  t 
let  me  ever  see  you  again.” 

“But  I  swear — ” 

“All  dirty  liars  always  swear.  You 
were  too  smart  this  time.  I  shall  say 
you  attacked  me  and  I  had  to  fight 
you  off.  Luckily,  after  a  frantic 
struggle,  I  was  able  to  push  you  into 
the  pool  and  throw  some  of  the  fur¬ 
niture  at  you.  I’m  sorry  I  missed  your 
head  with  that  ash  tray.  That  might 
have  taught  you  a  lesson.”  ^ 

He  knelt  beside  her  chair.  Ella, 

I  didn’t  know.  I  thought  your  mother 
was  desperately  sick.  I  believed  your 
father.  She  told  me  herself  the  night 
before  that  she  needed  Faith.  I  tried 
to  tell  Faith  that.  She  wouldn’t  listen 

to  me.”  . 

“I  won’t  listen  to  you,  either. 

“You  must.” 

He  tried  to  hold  her  hands,  but  she 
pulled  av/ay  and  slapped  him  as  hard 
as  she  could.  She  slapped  a  second 
time,  crying,  “I  hate  you!  I  loathe 
you!”  before  he  fell  back  beyond  her 
reach.  Then  she  folded  her  hands  in 
her  lap,  squeezing  them  tightly  one 
against  the  other  to  steady  herself. 

Mel  stood  up  slowly.  She  expected 
some  kind  of  outburst  but  none  came. 
He  just  stood  looking  at  her,  drip¬ 
ping,  pitiful  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life.  She  drew  a  long  deep  breath  and 
her  voice  was  tight. 

“What  else  must  I  do  to  drive  you 
away?” 


He  shook  his  head  slowly.  “You 
can’t  drive  me  away.  Not  now.” 

“Haven’t  L  called  you  enough 
names?” 

“No.  Not  enough,  if  I  was  as  rotten 
as  you  think  I  am.” 

“No  words  can  express  my  feelings 
about  you,  Mr.  Melville  Winslow,” 

/‘I  say  again  I  did  not  know  your 
mother  was  not  sick.  I  would  not 
have  gone  after  you  as  I  did  unless 
I  had  thought  it  was  a  matter  of  life 
and  death  just  as  I  told  you.” 

“Must  you  go  on  lying?” 

“I’m  not  lying.  I — ” 

A  GARDENER  came  along  and 
blinked  at  the  chaos  in  the 
pool.  “What  happened.  Miss?” 

Mel  spoke  quickly.  “I  fell  in.” 

“But  all  the  cushions,  sir,  and — ” 
“They  fell  in  on  top  of  me.  I’ll  get 
them  out.” 

The  man  tried  to  say  he’d  do  it, 
but  Mel  went  quietly  back  into  the 
pool  and  began  to  hand  things  out,  in¬ 
cluding  his  own  Panama  hat.  Ella 
sat  very  still  watching  him.  Mrs. 
Wheeler  came  along  looking  like  an 
embarrassed  balloon,  but  she  gaped 
in  complete  self-forgetfulness  at 
sight  of  Mel.  She  felt  for  a  moment 
that  the  wholeworld  was  topsy-turvy. 

“What  are  you  doing?  Mel  Win¬ 
slow,  come  out  of  that  pool  at  once.” 

He  threw  the  last  cushion  onto 
the  sand  and  came  out  instantly.  His 
clothes  ran  water  and  his  shoes 
squirted  it,  but  he  walked  straight 
up  to  the  blinking  fat  woman. 

“Mrs.  Wheeler,  I  want  you  to  tell 
Ella  the  truth.  Did  I  know  you 
weren’t  sick?  Was  I  part  of  the  trick 
to  get  Ella  back  here?” 

She  burst  out  laughing.  “You  look 
so  funny.  I  never  saw  you  look  funny 
before.  What  happened?” 

“You  can  laugh  later.  Now  tell 
Ella—” 

“Did  she  push  you  in?  And  throw 
things  on  top  of  you?” 

The  gardener  guffawed  and  then 
tried  to  hide  it  by  walking  quickly 
away.  The  Wheelers  paid  well  for 
very  little  work.  But  Mrs.  Wheel¬ 
er  was  laughing  so  hard  there  were 
tears  in  her  eys  and  she  couldn’t  see 
anything.  Except  the  dripping  Mel. 
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She  pointed  a  shaking  fat  finger. 

“You  axe  so  funny.  You  should  see 
yourself.  You — 

She  choked  on  a  laugh  and  had  to 
sit  down  in  a  chair.  Mel  turned  to 
Ella  helplessly.  He  extended  a  hand 
pitifully. 

“What  am  I  to  do  now?** 

It  was  Mrs.  Wheeler  who  an¬ 
swered.  “You  can  run  around  in  the 
sun  til  you  dry.  Children  do  that.** 

Mel  glared  at  her.  wish  I*d  nev¬ 
er  gone  after  Ella  for  you.  It  was  a 
dirty  trick  on  me  just  as  well  as  on 
her,  1*11  never — ** 

A  maid  came  running  up.  “I  heard 
your  voice,  Mr.  Winslow.  Mr.  Wheel¬ 
er  thought  you  might  be  here.  He 
wants  you  to  call  him  as  soon  as  pos¬ 
sible.** 

“1*11  call  him  all  right !  1*11  tell  him 
what  I  think  of  him.** 

The  maid  fled  back  toward  the 
house.  Mrs.  Wheeler  stopped  laugh¬ 
ing  and  caught  MeTs  sleeve  as  he 
was  striding  past  her. 

“I*m  sorry,  Mel.  I  shouldn*t  have 
laughed  at  you.  But  you  were  funny.** 
“1*11  be  still  funnier  when  I  tell 
Bruce  Wheeler  what  I  think  of  him.** 
“You  mustn*t.’*  She  clung  to  his 
arm,  and  she  was  very  earnest  now. 
“You  musn*t  say  anything.  It  would 
ruin  your  future.  You  know  how 
much  he  means  to  your  career.** 

DOESN*T  mean  enough  to 
M.M.  make  me  appear  a  rotten 
liar  to  Ella.** 

“Ella  knows  you  aren*t  a  liar.  She 
has  sense  enough  to  see  you  were 
not  part  of  any  plot  to  trick  her.  It 
was  all  her  father.  Even  I  didn*t 
want  to  do  it,  but  I  thought  Faith 
Haskins  might  come,  too.  I  still  want 
her  for  my  friend.  And  we  all  need 
you.  Yes,  we  do.  Things  are  going 
to  be  better  now  and  we*re  all  going 
to  be  happy  together.  I  won*t  drink 
any  more  and  Ella  is  teaching  me  to 
swim,  you  can  laugh  at  me  for  a 
while  and  then  you*ll  feel  better.** 

“I  won*t  feel  better  until  I  take 
Ella  straight  back  to  Stonehaven.** 
“You  can*t  do  that.  And  you 
mustn*t.  Ella  must  stay  here.  She  was 
locked  in  her  room  last  night.  She 
can*t  have  any  cars.  Her  plane  is 


grounded  by  her  father’s  orders. 
She*s  going  out  with  me  today,  but 
I  promised  not  to  let  her  out  of  my 
sight.  She  has  to  be  good  so  her  fath¬ 
er  will  put  her  back  into  his  will.  He 
disinherited  her.  I  couldn*t  say  a 
word.** 

Mel  stared.  “Disinherited  her? 
That*s  crazy,** 

“He  did.** 

Ella  spoke  for  the  first  time  since 
her  mother*s  arrival.  “Since  I*m  not 
an  heiress  any  more,  you  don*t  have 
to  go  on  pretending  you  love  me.** 
“But  I  do  love  you.  I  always  have. 
I  always  shall.** 

Mrs.  Wheeler  clutched  at  his  coat 
again.  “Then  you  won*t  talk  to  Bruce 
and  make  more  trouble.  You  must 
promise  you  won*t  say  a  word.** 

Ella  nodded.  “That  is  better,  Mel. 

I  do  realize  you  weren*t  in  on  the 
trick.  You  were  fooled  as  well  as  I 
was.  Now — let  well  enough  alone.** 
“But  I  want  to  help  you.** 

“You  can  help  me.  Go  up  to  the 
house  and  get  a  bathing  suit.  There 
are  dozens,  and  you  can  have  those 
clothes  dried  and  phone  for  others. 
By  the  time  they  come  we*ll  be  tired 
of  swimming  and  ready  to  go  shop¬ 
ping.  Call  Father  and  tell  him  you*re 
going  with  us  to  keep  an  eye  on  me. 
Just  that  and  nothing  else.  Unless 
you  are  so  mad  you  don*t  want  to 
see  me.** 

I  m  not  mad  at  you,**  he  said  slow¬ 
ly.  “I  want  to  help  you.** 

“That  will  help  me.  Remember,  not 
one  angry  word.** 

“I  promise.** 

He  turned  and  ran  toward  the 
house  with  the  famous  long,  loping 
stride  that  had  carried  him  down  so 
many  football  fields.  Mrs.  Wheeler 
stood  up  and  looked  at  her  daughter. 

“Everything  is  going  to  be  for  the 
best,  isn*t  it,  Ella?** 

“I  think  so.** 

“And  you  will  forgive  Mel,  won*t 
you?** 

“Of  course.  He*ll  be  very  useful 
to  us.** 

JB®E  CAUSE  anything  involving 
M3  planes  is  always  news,  the  story 
of  the  crash  was  not  only  used  by  all 
the  news  services  but  also  given  out 
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over  the  air.  It  was  what  newspaper¬ 
men  consider  a  good  story.  It  had 
heart  interest,  involved  rich  import¬ 
ant  people,  and  also  had  the  necessary 
scandal.  The  man  involved  was  the 
famous  Adonis  of  the  gridiron,  Mel 
Winslow;  the  woman,  the  daughter 
oLthe  millionarie  Bruce  Wheeler.  As 
it  came  over  the  radio  to  Sam  Has¬ 
kins  via  a  facetious  commentator,  it 
was  something  like  this: 

'*Too  bad  the  excited  lovers 
forgot  to  see  how  much  gas  they 
had  for  their  midnight  elopment. 
Planes  as  well  as  cars  need  gas. 
But  then  this  couple  must  also 
have  forgotten  about  the  lady’s 
husband,  Sam  Haskins,  a  worthy 
fisherman  toiling  on  the  Grand 
Banks.  Of  course,  they  might 
have  been  heading  for  Reno. 
Anything  is  possible. 

They  were  not  “toiling  on  the 
Grand  Banks”  but  nearing  Stonehav¬ 
en  and  all  listening  to  the  radio  when 
the  news  came  in.  Sam  sat  very  still, 
not  moving  a  muscle,  as  the  half- 
sneering  voice  went  on.  He  was  so 
still  that  one  of  the  men  thought  he 
was  asleep  and  reached  to  switch  off 
the  radio.  Sam’s  hand  came  out  and 
stopped  him.  Sam’s  voice  was  a  little 
thick  but  perfectly  clear. 

“We  want  to  hear  all  of  it.” 

But  there  wasn’t  any  more.  Several 
of  the  men  shuffled  away.  The  en- 
giner  grumbled  in  his  old-fashioned 
beard. 

“It  must  be  a  mistake,  Sam.” 

“It  isn’t  a  mistake,”  said  Sam  quiet¬ 
ly.  “Can  we  go  any  faster?” 

“I’ll  make  sure  we  do.” 

The  big  bearded  man  went  to  his 
engines.  Sam  went  into  the  pilot 
house  to  stand  beside  the  helmsman. 
It  was  easier  because  he  hadn’t  heard 
news.  He  wished  Ike  Blayne  were 
there,  but  he  was  only  there  himself 
because  Ike  had  taken  this  trip  off 
to  get  married.  He  was  only  there  be¬ 
cause  Ella  had  insisted  on  his  com¬ 
ing.  He  could  remember  her  very 
words.  “I  won’t  feel  you  have  com¬ 
plete  confidence  in  me  unless  you  do 
go.”  So  he  had  complete  confidence. 
So  now  the  whole  world  knew  that 


Sam  Haskins’  wife  had  crashed  in  a 
plane  while,  running  away  with  her 
lover. 

He  was  glad  it  was  very  late, 
almost  daylight,  when  he  landed  at 
the  fish  wharf.  The  cannery  was 
closed  and  no  one  was  around;  at 
least  he  thought  no  one  was  until  he 
felt  a  hand  touch  his.  He  was  start¬ 
led  but  smiled  wanly  when  he  saw 
it  was  Bud  Goodrow.  He  squeezed 
the  big  hand  of  the  overgrown  boy. 

“Hell,  Bud.  What’re  you  doing 
here  at  this  hour?” 

“I  waited  for  you.  The  manager 
told  me  you’d  be  in  early  today.  I 
knew  you'd  be  in  before  that.  You’d 
get  full  speed  out  of  her.  I  got  Cap’n 
Snow’s  car  here.  He  let  me  borrow  it.” 

“I  always  walk,  Bud,”  he  said 
gently. 

“We  got  to  ride  tonight,  Sam, 
They’re  waitin’  at  the  house.” 

“They?” 

“Faith  and  Susan.  They  knew  you’d 
be  hungry.” 

Sam  patted  his  arm.  “You’re  hun¬ 
gry  anyway.  So  we’ll  eat.” 

He  let  Bud  drive  the  car.  Bud 
had  no  license,  but  no  one  in 
Stonehaven  would  care.  The  streets 
were  dark  and  deserted.  Always  dark¬ 
est  before  dawn,  of  course.  He  and 
Bud  went  into  the  kitchen.  It  was 
warm  and  cozy  there.  Faith  came  in 
and  kissed  him  in  her  usual  man¬ 
ner. 

“Bud  knew  best.  He  was  sure  you’d 
be  in  before  daylight.  Susan  is  in 
the  living  room.  We  got  chilly  and 
lighted  the  fire.” 

“You  shouldn’t  have  sat  up.  Mom.” 
“It’s  nothing.  I  need  to  talk  to  you. 
You — you  might  not  understand  some 
things.” 

“I  heard  the  radio,  Mom.” 

Her  eyes  flashed.  “That  man 
should  have  been  horsewhipped.” 

“He  simply  told  the  truth.  People 
want  the  news.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do,  Sam?” 
He  kissed  her.  “Don’t  worry.  I’ll 
have  coffee,  then  change  my  clothes. 
Susan  can  drive  me  to  Augusta.  I’ll 
get  a  plane.” 

Faith  drew  a  deep  breath.  “I 
would  have  gone  at  once  but  I 
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thought  I  should  wait  for  you.  We 
can  go  together.” 

He  shook  his  head  slowly.  ‘‘I  have, 
to  go  alone,  Mom.” 

think  I  could  help.  They  all 
like  me  and — ” 

She  stopped  at  the  flash  of  his  eyes. 
“They  don’t  like  me,  Mom,  but  Ella 
is  still  my  wife,  and  I’m  going.  I 
don’t  need  help.” 

“Sometimes  we  all  need  help.  And 
advice.” 

She  held  his  arm.  ‘T  telephoned. 
The  hospital.  They  are  both  still  in 
a  critical  condition.  It  v^as  a  horri¬ 
ble  accident.” 

“I’m  very  glad  it  was.  They  got 
what  they  deserved.” 

He  said  it  harshly  and  strode  past 
her.  She  stood  very  still.  She  could 
hear  him  talking  to  Susan  in  the  liv¬ 
ing  room,  the  sound  but  not  the  sense. 
His  last  words  had  gone  through  her 
like  a  knife.  She  had  thought  he 
would  be  angry,  bitter,  hurt,  wretch¬ 
ed,  but  not  like  that.  When  people 
were  horribly  hurt  you  didn’t  say 
you  were  glad  no  matter  who  they 
were.  She  heaved  a  sigh  and  turned 
to  the  stove.  Bud  was  still  standing 
there.  She  tried  to  smile  at  him.  He 
was  too  young  for  all  this. 

‘‘Go  see  Susan.  She  was  worried 
about  you  down  at  the  fish  wharf.” 

He  came  close  to  her.  “Isn’t  Sam 
worried  about  Ella?  She  was  almost 
killed.  She  may  die  yet.” 

“I’m  sure  she  won’t.”  Faith  spoke 
briskly  though  her  heart  was  leaden. 
“Papers  always  exaggerate.  And  you 
need  a  hot  drink.” 

“I  wish  you  could  go  with  Sam.  He 
— he  needs  you.” 

“We  all  need  each  other.  I  need 
you.  Can  you  carry  this  coffe  pot 
in?” 

He  nodded,  eager  to  help.  She  was 
glad  of  something  to  do  herself.  She 
followed  with  the  hot  muffins  she 
had  made  and  a  new  jar  of  home-made 
preserves.  Susan  was  standing  by  the 
fire,  head  thrown  back.  The  light 
touched  her  dark  eyes  until  they 
shone  and  put  glints  into  her  dark 
hair.  Her  voice  had  a  lilt  in  it. 

“Sam  is  upstairs  dressing.  I’m 
driving  him  to  Augusta.” 

Bud  glared  at  her.  “You  needn’t 


look  so  darn  happy  about  it.” 

She  slapped  at  him.  “I  am  happy. 
Why  shouldn’t  I  be?” 

Faith  drew  Bud  away.  “I’m  sure 
you  don’t  mean  that,  Susan.” 

“But  I  do.  Sam  is  furious  naturally, 
but  at  least  he  has  come  to  his  senses 
now  and  knows  what  to  do.  She  can’t 
make  a  fool  of  him  any  more.  She  got 
caught  red-handed  this  time.” 

“Caught!  Susan  you  can’t  say  such 
things  I” 

“Can’t  I  though?  And  why  not?  I 
know  her  better  than  any  of  you  do. 
She  bragged  to  me  how  she  could 
pull  the  wool  over  Sam’s  eyes.  Do 
you  think  her  lover  just  happened  to 
come  here?  She  sent  for  him.  Sam 
meant  nothing  to  her  at  all,  less 
than  nothing.” 

AITH  CAUGHT  her  by  the 
shoulders  and  shook  her. 

“Stop  it!  Stop  saying  such  things. 
Sam  will  hear  you.” 

“I  want  him  to  hear  me.  Why 
shouldn’t  he  hear  me?  Why  should 
I  stand  by  and  let  her  ruin  his  life? 
I  won’t  do  it.  I’ll  tell  him  everything.” 

Faith  dropped  her  hands  to  her 
side.  “I  forbid  you  to  say  any  more, 
Susan.  I’m  beginning  to  open  my 
eyes,  too.  After  Sam  has  gone  I  am 
going  to  talk  to  you  plainly.” 

Susan  tossed  her  head.  “Talk  now.” 

Bud  couldn’t  hold  in  any  more. 
“Don’t  you  talk  to  Faith  like  that,”  he 
roared.  “And  don’t  look  at  her  like 
that.” 

She  caught  at  his  tousled  hair  and 
pulled  it  hard  before  pushing  him 
away  contemptuously.  “You  go  home. 
I’ll  settle  with  you  after  I  take  Sam 
to  Augusta.” 

“You  won’t.  I  won’t  let  you  have 
the  car.  Cap’n  Snow  lent  it  to  me. 
You  can’t  drive  it.” 

Susan  sneered.  “You’re  an  over¬ 
grown  baby.” 

Faith  put  a  restraining  hand  on  his 
arm.  “I’m  sorry,  Susan.  I  can’t  let 
you  take  Sam  to  Augusta.” 

“Why  not?” 

“Because  I  don’t  trust  you.” 

“Don’t  trust  me?” 

“No.  You  have  done  everything  in 
your  power  to  split  Sam  and  Ella  up 
since  you  heard  they  were  married. 
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It  was  you  who  stopped  me  from 
taking  Ella  away.  It  was  you  who 
entertained  Mel  here.  It  was  y'^u  who 
sent  Ella  after  him.  Ella  was  tricked 
somehow.’^ 

“Nonsense.  Mel  Winslow  has  been 
her  lover  for  years.  She  told  me  so.” 

Faith  didn’t  know  what  madness 
took  possession  of  her.  She  couldn’t 
help  slapping  Susan’s  face.  And  at 
that  very  moment  Sam  entered  the 
room,  carrying  his  coat,  his  tie  still 
untied,  his  shoes  still  unlaced.  He  had 
not  shaved  and  his  face  was  dark  and 
glowering  above  the  fresh  white 
shirt. 

“What  are  you  two  fighting  about? 

I  could  hear  you  upstairs.”  — 

Susan  burst  into  tears.  “She  slapped 
me. 

“I  shall  slap  you  whenever  you  lie 
like  that  in  my  house.” 

“I’ll  never  enter  your  house  again, 
I’d  die  first.” 

Sam  stepped  between  them  quietly. 
“Mom,  what’s  the  matter?  ^  Susan  is 
out  guest.  We  love  Susan.” 

“She’s  a  snake.  I  told  her  she  can’t 
take  you  to  Augusta.  She  is  going 
to  fill  you  up  with  a  pack  of  lies 
about  Ella.  She  has  tried  to  split 
you  and  Ella  up  from  the  first  day. 
You  know  she  has.” 

HIS  DARK  EYES  narrowed.  “I 
don’t  need  to  be  told  anything 
about  Ella.  I  know  her  now.” 

“Do  you  know  that  Susan  stopped 
me  from  taking  Ella  away  and  made 
her  go  after  Mel?” 

Susan’s  eyes  filled  with  tears.  “Sam, 
I  pleaded  with  her  not  to  do  it.  You 
forgave  her  once  but  you  never  would 
the  second  time.  And  with  the  same 
man.  She  told  me  she  never  could 
resist  him.” 

“Susan  Goodrow,  God  will  punish 
you  for  being  like  that.” 

Faith’s  whole  slim  body  v^as  tremb¬ 
ling.  Susan  burst  into  tears  and  fell 
sobbing  into  Sam’s  arms.  He  held  her 
gently  and  his  hand  brushed  h*r  dark 
hair.  Faith  stood  very  straight,  head 
high. 

“Sam.  You  have  a  wife  waiting  for 
you  in  a  hospital.  It’s  scarcely  the 
time  to  make  love  to  Susan.” 

“And  Susan  it  a  Har,”  cried  Bud. 


Sam  kissed  Susan  and  took  her  arm. 
“VJ  e’re  going  now.” 

His  mother  faced  him.  She  can’t  go 
with  you.” 

“She  is  going  with  me.  All  the  way. 
I’m  going  to  show  these  people  what 
a  decent  Maine  girl  looks  like.” 

“Sam.  You  can’t.  Ella  may  be  dying 
right  now.” 

“I  hope  she’s  dead.  That  will  save 
me  the  trouble  of  divorcing  her.” 

Faith  spread  out  her  arms  to  block 
the  door.  “You’ll  be  sorry  to  the  long¬ 
est  day  you  live,  Sam.” 

Susan  laughed  shrilly.  “I’ll  make 
him  happy.  I  love  him.  I’ve  always 
loved  him.  He’ll  never  think  of  her 
again.” 

Faith  dropped  her  arms  and  sank 
heavily  into  a  chair.  Bud  stood  hulk¬ 
ing,  open-mouthed,  as  Sam  and  Susan 
left  the  house.  F^ith  heard  the  car 
drive  away  before  she  moved.  Then 
she  got  up  wearily. 

“Come  on.  Bud.  You  need  some 
coffee.” 

The  boy  swallowed  a  lump  in  his 
throat.  “I  want  Ella  to  come  home.” 

Faith  poured  the  coffee.  “Drink 
this.  Then  you  must  go  upstairs  and 
get  some  sleep.  It’s  getting  daylight 
now.” 

Bruce  wheeler  led  Sam  into 

the  library  after  dinner.  The 
stately  room  looked  its  best  and  the 
tray  set  on  the  big  table  was  most 
inviting.  Bruce  waved  his  guest  to  a 
chair. 

“What  can  I  offer  you  to  drink, 
Sam?  We  don’t  have  anything  at 
dinner  any  more  on  account  of  Clar¬ 
ice,  but  this  is  my  office.” 

Sam  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  straight- 
est  chair.  “I  came  to  talk  seriously, 
not  to  drink.” 

“I’m  sure  you  did.  ’  The  man  mixed 
himself  a  stiff  Scotch  and  soda 
coolly.  “This  is  certainly  all  a  bad 
business.  Cigar?” 

Sam  waved  the  proffered  box  away. 
His  face  was  dark  under  the  carefully 
shaded  lights.  His  voice  was  rough, 
harsh. 

“I  think  it’s  a  good  business.  I 
needed  somehing  to  wake  me  up.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  laughed.  “You  never 
were  sleepy,  Sara.” 
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‘‘Not  sleepy.  Stupid.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  took  a  sip  from  his 
glass.  “You  mustn’t  underestimate 
yourself,  Sam.  You  have  a  fine  head 
for  business.  I  can  always  use  you.” 

“What  if  I  don’t  want  to  be  used?’^ 

“What?  Oh,  I  see.  With  Ella  in  such 
a  bad  condition  you  don’t  want  to  talk 
business.  I  understand.  How  was  she 
when  you  saw  her  just  before 
dinner?” 

Sam’s  eyes  narrowed.  “She  is  well 
enough  to  understand  what  she  has 
done  and  how  I  feel  about  it.” 

“Ah.  And  how  do  you  feci  about 
it?” 

“The  same  as  any  decent  man  would 
who  found  his  wife  was  running 
around  with  other  men.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  put  down  his  glass. 
“You  don’t  seem  to  uaJerstand  the 
situation,  Sam.  I  was  a  little  afraid 
you  wouldn’t  after  those  damned 
papers  and  that  radio  announcer  got 
through  with  it.  It  was  all  an  excuse 
for  an  attack  on  me.  My  sin  is  that  I 
have  made  more  money  than  other 
people;  therefore  I  must  be  a  target 
for  any  mud  slinging.  In  a  wav  it  was 
my  fault.  I  wanted  Ella  back  here 
and — ” 

Sam  raised  a  hand  to  stop  him.  “I^m 
not  interested,  Mr.  Wheeler.  You 
were  against  the  marriage  from  the 
first — and  you  were  right:  It  was  a 
mistake.  But  it  is  a  mistake  that  can 
be  rectified.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  expanded  visibly.  “I 
was  sure  you  would  be  sensible  about 
all  this,  Sam.  I  knew  if  I  could  get 
you  out  here  and  talk  to  you  we 
could  come  to  a  good  amicable  agree¬ 
ment.  That  is  why  I  tried  to  get  you 
out  here  before.  It  would  have  been 
better.  This  time — well,  things  just 
happened  too  fast  for  us.  But  the  doc¬ 
tors  tell  me  Ella  will  make  a  quick 
recovery.  As  soon  as  she  is  able  to 
travel  she  can  go  to  Reno  and — ” 

“There  will  be  no  need  of  her  going 
there.  No  need  at  all.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  cleared  his  throat  as 
he  always  did  before  making  import¬ 
ant  decisions.  “I  think  it  had  better 
be  Reno,  since  we  want  everything 
done  as  quietly  as  possible.” 

“We  don’t.  I  want  everyone  that 
reads  or  listens  to  know  just  why  I 


am  divorcing  Ella.  The  more  publi¬ 
city  the  better.” 

The  glass  slipped  from  Mr 
Wheeler’s  hand  and  spilled  on 
his  splendid  Persian  rug  but  he  never 
even  noticed.  He  was  positively 
gasping. 

“You?  Divorce  my  daughter?” 

“Of  course.  She  had  her  fun  with 
Mel  after  getting  me  out  ot  the  way. 
Now  I’m  going  to  have  mv  fun.” 
“Fun  with  Mel?” 

‘Wes,  Mr.  Wheeler.  She  boasted  of 
It  in  my  house.  Now  I  can  boast  in 
your  house  that  I  shall  h^ve  my  fun 
divorcing  her.” 

The  man  jumped  to  his  feet  wildly, 
“You’re  crazy.” 

Sam  smiled  wryly.  “I  was  only 
crazy  when  I  got  married  I’m  going 
to  correct  that  mistake.”  He  got  up 
quietly.  “And  that  is  all  I  came  to 
say.  It  was  a  waste  of  time  staylnp- 
to  dinner.” 

“You  can’t  do  a  thing  like  that!  You 
can’t!” 

I  can  and  you  know  I  can.  More¬ 
over,  I  will.  Goodnight.  Mr 
Wheeler.” 

The  man  leaped  to  bar  the  door. 
“We’ve  got  to  talk  things  over.” 

Sam  shook  his  head  slowly.  “There 
is  nothing  to  talk  over.  Ella  has 
always  wanted  Mel  Winslow  at  all 
costs.  Now  she  can  have  him— if  he 
still  wants  her.” 

“You’re  talking  of  niy  daughter,” 
roared  the  man. 

“Is  she?  Didn’t  you  disown  her? 
Or  did  you  only  disinherit  her? 
Didn’t  she  order  you  out  of  the 
house?  She  was  very  proud  of  that. 
It  was  a  gesture  to  show  me  how 
much  she  loved  me,  of  course.” 

“She  did  love  you !” 

“I  know.  Until  she  could  get  me 
off  to  sea  and  Mel  on  hand.  She  sent 
for  him.  I  have  a  witness.” 

“It’s  a  lie.  I  sent  Mel.  I  pretended 
Mrs.  Wheeler  was  dying.  It  was  my 
trick  to  get  her  back  here.  Mel  was 
fooled  just  as  she  was. 

“I  see,”  sneered  Sam.  “So  they  de¬ 
cided  to  elope.” 

“They  didn’t.  That’s  all  crazy 
paper  talk.  Mel  was  helping  he^  get 
back  to  Stonehaven.  I  was  keeping  her 
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here.  It  was  my  fault.”  , 

“So  Mel  got  a  broken  leg  being 
noble  and  trying  to  return  my  wife 
to  me  after  he  got  tired  of  her. 

“You  can’t  say  it  that  way ! 

Sam  walked  up  to  him  truculently 
and  the  man  fell  away  from  the'  door. 
“This  time  I  can  say  things  any  way 
I  want.  This  time — ” 

The  door  opened  and  Nona  came 
in,  wearing  a  thin  print  dress  and 
looking  tired.  She  smiled  and  held 
out  her  hand  to  Sam. 

“Hello,  Sam.  If  I’d  known  you  were 
here  I  would  have  come  home  to  din¬ 
ner.  Ella  just  told  me  at  the  hospital 
that  you  had  come.  She  looks  bad, 

doesn’t  she?”  .  „ 

“Not  half  bad  enough  to  suit  me. 

Mr.  Wheeler  waved  his  hands  in  a 
helpless  gesture  such  as  his  daughter 
had  never  seen  him  use  before.  ialK 
to  him,  Nona.  He  has  gone  crazy.  He  s 
going  to  divorce  Ella.” 

The  girl  shook  her  head  slowly. 
“You  can’t  do  that,  Sam.” 

He  squared  his  broad  shoulders. 

“Why  not?” 

“Because  Ella  loves  you. 

“Do  you  really  think  so? 


he  went  up  to  him  and  laid  a 
hand  earnestly  on  his  chest.  “Lis¬ 
ten,  Sam,  I’ve  always  liked  you.  I  ve 
always  been  on  your  side  _  from  the 
first.^  I  told  Ella  the  first  tune  that  a 
woman’s  home  was  with  her  husband. 
I’m  telling  you  a  man  s  place  is  with 
his  wife.  I’m  going  back  to  the  hos¬ 
pital  now.  Come  back  with  me.  You 
said  terrible  things  to  her  this  after¬ 
noon.  I’m  sure,  though  she  won  t  tell. 
But  I  know.  Come  back  now  and 
make  it  rigb*-  mean  all  the 

world  to  her.  *  i»  t,  -..i 

He  patted  the  girl  s  hand.  You  re 

a  sweet  kid.  But  you  dont  under- 

^'^Her  eyes  flashed.  “I’m  tiie  only 
one  around  here  who  does  under¬ 
stand.  You  love  her  and  she  loves 
you.  Nothing  else  matters. 

“She  has  Mel  to  sing  her  to  sleep. 
“Don't  be  beastly.  Mel  has  a  brok¬ 
en  leg."  .  ,  1  .  1 

“I'm  sorry  it  isn  t  his  neck.  ^ 
The  girl  drew  back.  “You  cant 
hate  anybody  like  that.  He  was  trying 


to  help  her." 

“I'll  help  him,  too.  As  soon  as  h? 
can  walk  again  I'll  bust  his  jaw." 

“Forget  him,  Sam.  It's  Ella  that 
counts.  It  is — " 

Mrs.  Wheeler  came  in  excitedly. 
“I'm  so  glad  you're  all  here.  I  was 
sure  you  would  be.  Now  I  can  tell  the 
good  news  to  everyone  at  once.  I've 
just  been  talking  to  Faith." 

“Mom?" 

“Your  mother,  of  course,  Sam.  Sne's 
the  only  Faith  in  our  lives.  I  told 
her  you  were  staying  with  us  and  we 
were  so  glad  to  have  you  with  us 
again.  I  told  her  she  must  come  out 
at  once  and  be  here  too  while  Ella  was 
getting  better.  And  she  said  she 
would  come  right  away." 

“Mom?  Here?" 

“Of  course,  Sam.  All  this  trouble 
has  happened  because  we  haven't  been 
so  close  as  we  should  be.  We  all  have 
pulled  in  different  directions  and  so 
things  went  wrong.  I  was  as  much  to 
blame  as  everyone  else.  I  am  con¬ 
fessing  my  fault.  I  haven’t  been  fair 
to  you,  Sam.  I  was  afraid  you  didn't 
love  Ella  as  much  as  you  should.  But 
you  see  I  was  wrong.  The  minute  you 
heard  of  the  accident  you  came  flying 
out  to  be  with  her.^  You  were  very 
quiet  at  dinner,  but  I  knew  how  you 
were  feeling.  W^e  all  are  thinking 
deeper  now  that  we  did  before.  That 
is  why  we  need  Faith.  She  is  named 
Faith  because  she  is  the  personifi¬ 
cation  of  our  needs.  We  all  love  her. 
Bruce,  don’t  you  dare  protest." 

Mr.  Wheeler  spoke  quietly.  “I'm 
glad  she  is  coming." 

Sam  shook  back  his  rough  dark 
hair.  “She  isn't  coming.  She  can’t 
come.  I  won't  let  her.  Where’s  the 
phone?" 

Mrs.  Wheeler  clapped  her  hands  ex¬ 
citedly.  “You  can't  get  her.  She’s  on 
her  way  now.  Nona,  hold  his  arms. 
Don't  let  him  phone.  She'll  be  here 
for  dinner  tomorrow  night.  She's 
coming  by  plane.  I  must  see  about  her 
room  right  now.  Everything  will  be 
all  right  with  Faith  here.” 


SHE  BUSTLED  out,  leaving  a 
strained  silence  in  her  wake. 
Nona  closed  the  door  after  her.  Mr. 
Wheeler  saw  his  fallen  highball 
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glass  and  picked  it  up.  Sam  stood 
breathing  heavily.  It  was  Nona  who 
spoke  first. 

There  is  the  phone,  Sam,  if  you 
want  to  use  it.*' 

He  shook  his  head.  ‘‘If  Mom  has 
said  she's  coming  I  can’t  stop  her." 

“Now  you’re  talking  sense."  She 
glanced  at  her  wrist  watch.  ‘‘I  have 
rny  car  outside.  There's  just  time  to 
see  Ella  for  a  minute  to  say  good¬ 
night.  ’ 

He  drew  a  deep  breath.  “I  have 
nothing  to  say  to  Ella  tonight." 

Nona  hesitated,  then  nodded.  “All 
right.  I'll  tell  her  you'll  be  in  to¬ 
morrow.  I  won't  be  late,  Father.  See 
you  for  breakfast,  Sam." 

She  swung  quickly  out  of  the  room. 
Mr.  Wheeler  mixed  a  fresh  drink  for 
himself,  and  his  hand  trembled  a 
little.  He  took  a  swallow  and  seemed 
to  find  his  voice.  But  not  his  usual 
blustering,  arrogant  voice.  He  was 
very  quiet  now. 

“I'm  glad  your  mother  is  coming, 
Sam.  She  did  my  wife  a  world  of 
good.  You  can  see  how  she  is  now. 
She — she  needs  a  friend.” 

“I'm  not  used  to  asking  favors,  Sam, 
but  I  m  going  to  ask  one  now.  Don't 
make  up  your  mind  about  things 
until  she  gets  here.  Clarice  is  right. 
She  will  make  us  all  see  things  much 
more  clearly." 

“I  know.  You  mean  she'll  try  to 
talk  me  into  letting  Ella  divorce  me 
so  there  won't  be  any  scandal.” 

^  “I'm  not  sure  I  do  mean  that.  All 
I'm  asking  is  that  you  wait  for  her. 
And  wait  here  as  our  guest,  of 
course." 

Sam  frowned.  “You  can't  win  me 
over  that  way,"  he  growled. 

“I'm  only  asking  you  to  think  it 
over." 

Ella  lay  quite  still  on  the 

high,  narrow  hospital  bed.  The 
room  was  large  and  really  quite  com¬ 
fortable;  there  was  a  profusion  of 
flowers  and  even^  balcony  looking 
out  over  a  garden.  It  was  natural  that 
Ella  Wheeler  should  have  the  best 
room  in  the  hospital  her  father  had 
heavily  endowed.  She  was  even  reg¬ 
istered  as  Ella  Wheeler.  Her  husband 
had  not  made  any  protest,  nor  her 


mother-in-law,  who  had  been  there 
for  two  weeks.  The  girl  herself  never 
protested  about  anything.  The  ?iurses 
discussed  it  and  reached  varying  con¬ 
clusions.  The  doctors  discussed  it 
because  she  was  certainly  ready  to 
leave  the  hospital.  The  only  trouble 
was  that  tall  spirit,  all  animation  had 
gone  out  of  her. 

She  was  no  trouble  at  all,  and  yet 
that  indifference  to  getting  well  made 
her  a  problem. 

Ella  lay  very  still  because  it 
seemed  easier  that  way.  There  were 
no  more  aches  and  pains  but  there 
was  also  no  ambition.  So  long  as  she 
lay  there  she  didn't  have  to  make  any 
decisions.  They  were  all  made  for  her. 
Her  father  couldn't  rant  at  her,  be¬ 
cause  it  was  a  hospital.  She  could 
say,  “I  feel  very  weak,”  in  a  faint 
voice  and  the  nurse  would  chase  them 
all  out.  At  other  times  she  could  be 
like  this  and  Faith  would  read  poetry 
to  her.  Faith  read  poetry  beautifully 
in  her  clear,  cultured  Maine  voice  that 
gave  it  all  a  magic  quality.  Poetry 
was  better  than  prose  because  it  was 
the  speech  of  a  magic  world  where 
there  were  no  work-a-day  world  prob¬ 
lems.  ^ 

The  reading  voice  stopped  and  Ella 
head  with  a  smile  toward 
the  window  where  Faith  sat  because 
It  was  getting  dark  early.  A  typical 
August  thunderstorm  was  brewing, 
and  already  the  clouds  were  rolling 
up.  The  first  faint  roll  of  thunder  had 
sounded  the  opening  guns  for  the 
war  of  the  elements.  For  the  moment 
It  was  very  hot  and  the  only  wind 
was  up  arnong  the  gathering  clouds. 
Faith's  voice  came  gently. 

“I  thought  I  might  be  reading  you 
asleep." 

Ella  smiled.  “You  nevei  do  that. 
But  you  must  be  tired,  so  tired  of 
reading  aloud  just  because  I'm  too 
lazy  to  read  to  myself." 

Faith  brought  the  chair  nearer.  “I 
like  to  read  aloud.  It  is  the  only  way 
of  sharing  the  book.  It  makes  it  bet¬ 
ter." 

Ella  touched  her  hand.  “I've  been 
afraid  to  say  that." 

“Why  should  you  be  afraid  of  any¬ 
thing?" 
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“I  know  you  aren’t.  But  I  m  afraid 
of  everything.  That’s  why  I  stay  here, 
Faith.  I  have  to  tell  you.  I  have  to 
stay  here  until  I  have  some  place  to 
go.  This  is  a  refuge.  So  long  as  I  m 
here  I’m  safe.” 

“You  could  come  home  wUh  me. 
Your  room  is  always  waiting.’" 

GIRL  patted  her  hand.  “You 
S.  would  say  that.  But  you  know  it 
can’t  be.  I  can’t  go  back  to  Stonehaven 
until  Sam  takes  me  back.  I  have  to 
wait  here  until  he  comes  tor  me. 
And  I  don’t  even  know  where  he  is. 

“Your  home  with  me  has  nothing 
to  do  with  Sam.”  She  said  it  warmly. 

Ella  smiled  wanly.  “There  isn’t  any 
part  of  my  life  that  has  nothing  to 
do  with  Sam.  I  don’t  say  anything, 
but  I  know  it  now.  I  know  I  am  regis¬ 
tered  here  as  Miss  Wheele^  bu.  1 
don’t  care.  I  am  Mrs.  Sam  Haskins. 
Nothing  can  change  that. 

“You  are  yourself,  Ella.  And  you  re 
better.  That’s  what  counts.” 

“Does  Sam  feel  that  way.  Faith? 

“I  don’t  know.  I  haven’t  seen  him. 
He  left  before  I  could  get  here. 

“Do  you  know  where  he  is?’ 

Faith  turned  her  head  to  look  out 
the  window.  “He  should  be  here  with 
you.  That’s  all  I  know.” 

“That  isn’t  a  direct  answer,  Faith. 
All  day  I’ve  felt  you  were  hiding 
something.  Do  you  know  where  Sam 
is?” 

“No.”  ^  .  , 

The  answer  came  slowly  and  with 
extreme  reluctance.  Faith  got  up  and 
began  to  rearrange  a  huge  bouquet  of 
roses.  There  was  a  long  silence  and 
she  broke  it  in  a  tone  of  forced  gcuety. 

“These  roses  are  lovely.  Mel  Wins¬ 
low  never  forget,  does  he?  ’ 

Ella  sighed.  “He  sends  them  every 
day.  Lately  he  can  wheel  himself  m 
to  see  me  when  he  is  sure  no  one  is 
here.  He  thinks  you  hate  him.  He 
says  it  was  all  his  fault.  He  forgot 
about  gas.  I  can’t  make  him  see  it  was 
all  my  fault/’ 

“Or  mine.” 

“Yours,  Faith?” 

“If  I  hadn’t  driven  him  away  twice 
it  might  have  all  been  different.  I  was 


a  stupid,  selfish  old  woman  ” 

The  last  words  were  scarcely  more 
than  a  murmur.  Ella  stirred  but  there 
was  no  chance  for  a  question.  Her 
Father  and  Mother  came  in,  followed 
by  the  family  lav/yer.  She  lay  very 
still,  prepared  to  show  no  interest  in 
anything  they  had  to  say  to  her. 

Mrs.  Wheeler  dashed  to  the  bed¬ 
side.  “We’ve  come  to  take  you  home. 

Dr.  Kendricks  says  you  need  a  reg¬ 
ular  home  life  now.  Then  we  can 
share  Faith  between  us.  And  you  can 
help  me  make  her  forget  she  ever 
used  to  live  in  Maine  at  all.” 

“No  one  ever  forgets  that,”  said 
Ella  very  gently. 

Her  father  came  up,  rubbing  his 
hands.  “How’s  my  girl  today?  All 
ready  for  a  good  ride  home?” 

“I  can’t,  Father.  I— I’m  tired  to¬ 
day.” 

Dr.  Kendricks  came  in  briskly. 
“Good  afternoon.  Ah,  Mr.  Logan.”  He 
shook  hands  cordially  with  the  old 
lawyer.  “I  see  we’re  all  ready  to  take 
Ella.  Thj,nk  you,  Mrs.  Haskins,  for 
your  invaluable  help  to  us.  I  won  t 
say  goodbye  because  I  hope  to  see 
you  often  when  the  W^heelers  ask  me 
to  dinner.  I  know  you  are  going  to 
do  far  more  for  Mrs.  Wheeler  than 
I  can.  Yau  are  a  wonderful  woman.” 

The  nurse  came  rustling  in,  her 
skirts  swishing  as  only  nurses’  skirts 
ever  can.  Siie  came  straight  to  the 
bedside. 

“You’ll  be  glad  to  get  away  from 
us.  Miss  Wheeler.  I  know  that.” 

Ella  sat  up  quietly.  “My  name  is 
Mrs.  Haskins.  Mrs.  Sam  Haskins.  And 
I  am  not  leaving  here  until  my  hus¬ 
band  comes  to  take  me.” 

SHE  SAID  it  firmly  and  lay  down 
again.  Dr.  Kendricks  glided  to 
the  bedside.  His  voice  was  oil  and 

silk.  . 

“This  is  a  hospital,  Ella,  not  a  hotel. 
We  need  this  room.  You  wouldn’t 
keep  some  person  out  just  for  stub¬ 
bornness.  I’m  sure  of  that.  ’ 

“You’re  not  sure.  Doctor.  You  know 
I  have  the  Wheeler  selfishness  and  I 
am  not  interested  in  anybody  else. 
When  I  know  where  Sam  is,  if  he 
can’t  come  for  me,  then  I’ll  do  what- 
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ever  you  want  me  to,** 

Her  father  cleared  his  throat.  ‘‘In 
that  case  1*11  tell  you.  Sam  is  in  Reno 
divorcing  you.** 

Ella  staggered  to  her  feet  and  stood 
swaying.  “I  don’t  believe  it.** 

Show  heir  the  contract,  Logan.  No 
need  for  anyone  else  to  know.** 

The  lawyer  handed  her  a  folded 
paper.  She  tried  to  read  it,  but  every- 
thing  blurred  before  her  eyes  and 
she  only  could  make  out  words, 
words,  and  Sam*s  signature  at  the  bot¬ 
tom.  Her  knees  buckled  under  her 
and  she  sat  down  limply. 

‘T  can*t  believe  it.  It*s  a  ♦^rick. 
Another  trick.** 

It  is  a  fact,  Ella.**  He  nodded  to 
the  doctor.  “I  think  we  can  start, 
now.** 

The  girl  caught  Faith’s  hand,  tears 
welling  up  in  her  eyes.  “It  can’t  be. 
He  wouldn’t  do  it.  Not  like  that.  Not 
for  money.** 

Faith  kissed  her  cheek.  “Please  go 
with  us.  It  will  be  better.’* 

^  ‘‘You  knew,  too.  I— I  can’t  believe 
It. 

I  knew  he  was  in  Reno,  nothing 
more.**  ^ 

Ssh.”  Mr.  Wheeler  held  up  a  quick 
hand.  “We  can  talk  at  home.** 

Ella  threw  back  her  head.  “I  can 
talk  here.  That  paper  said  my  husband 
agreed  to  leave  Reno  and  let  me  go 
there  to  divorce  him  in  exchange  for 
fifty  thousand  dollars.  I  can’t  believe 
It.  He  wouldn’t  do  it  that  way.  He 
might  hate  me  but  not  enough  to  sell 
me.  Faith,  look  at  it.  Tell  me  the 
truth.  Did  Sam  write  that?  I  want  the 
truth.** 

The  paper  was  passed  and  Faith 
glanced  at  it  and  nodded. 

“Yes.” 

“Then  there’s  nothing  to  wait  for, 
is  there?  Miss  Brown,  I  can  go  in 
my  robe  and  slippers,  I’m  sure.  No 
chance  of  a  chill  today.  And  I’ll  want 
to  lie  down  when  I  get  home.  Stop 
crying,  Mother.  I*m  all  well  now.  I 
just  want  to  say  goodbye  to  Mel.” 

“He’s  outside  in  his  chair,”  said  the 
nurse  as  she  held  the  robe. 

“You  would  think  of  that.  You’ve 
been  so  kind.  Everyone  has  been 
kind.  All  my  life  everyone  has  always 
been  too  good  to  me.” 


Her  father  chuckled.  “The  best  isn’t 
good  enough  for  my  girl.  Shall  we 
proud  we  are?” 

“Why  not?” 

HE  TOOK  his  proffered  arm  and 
•  .  procession  went  out 

into  the  hall.  The  elevator  was  wait- 

It®”"  to  the 

first  floor.  Nurses  and  a  doctor  or 

two  gathered.  It  was  an  important 
departure.  The  biggest  Wheeler  car 
was  drawn  up  to  the  terrace  outside 
where  convalescing  patients  sat  in 
the  shade  watching  the  approaching 
|torm.  Mel  Winslow  wheeled  toward 
Ella,  a  kind  of  subdued  eagerness  in 
his  manner.  One  leg  was  in  a  cast 
but  he  managed  to  stand  up  unstead¬ 
ily  and  take  her  hand. 

“I’m  so  glad  you’re  going,  Ella, 
xoull  soon  be  yourself  again.  ’ 

She  held  his  hand.  “Sam  is  letting 
me  divorce  him.  For  fifty  thousand 
dollars.  It  says  so,  Mel.” 

He  grinned.  “He  wouldn’t  do  that 
darling.” 

Mr.  Wheeler  put  an  arm  around 
Mel  paternally.  “My  boy,  you  are  as 
good  as  one  of  the  family  right  now. 
Say  It,  Ella.” 

Mel  laughed.  “Still  want  a  gimpty 
brother  darling?  In  Texas  they  shoot 
horses  that  break  their  legs.  It’s  lucky 
1  did  you  dirt  up  here.” 

She  patted  his  cheek.,  “You’re  the 
best  brother  any  girl  ever  had.” 

_  “I’ll  prove  that,  darling,  if  I  can 
just  have  ten  minutes  with  that  hus¬ 
band  of  yours  to  explain  a  few 
things.” 

to  do  anything, 
Mel.  I — I  am  divorcing  him.” 

“Ella!  You  couldn’t  do  that!  You 
love  him.” 


He  broke  off  m  a  gasp.  A  taxi  had 
just  whirled  up  to  the  terrace  and 
Sam  stepped  out  of  it.  Ella  uttered  a 
faint  cry  but  couldn’t  move.  '  She 
merely  caught  Faith’s  arm  and  cluno- 
to  her.  It  was  Mel  who  totter°J  for¬ 
ward  unsteadily,  his  eyes  shining,  his 
hand  outstretched. 

“Sam!  You’ve  come  back!  Thank 
uod  you’re  in  time.” 

Sam  knocked  the  proffered  hand 
aside.  He  looked  gaunt,  unshaven, 
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hollow-eyed.  His  voice  rasped  out. 
“What  the  hell  does  this  mean? 

The  lawyer  darted  forward.  His 
voice  was  waspish.  “You  contracted 
to  stay  away  from  here  altogether 

^”sam  pushed  past  him.  His  mother 
stepped  out.  “Sam!  Listen  to  me! 

“No!  I  didn’t  come  for  thit. 

Mel  caught  his  arm  unsteaaily. 
“Please,  Sam.  Listen  to  me  for  me 
minutes.  I  can  explain  everything. 
f  “You  don’t  need  to.  I  came  to  see 
you.  I  came  to  do  this.’’  .,1.  i.-„ 

He  thrust  Mel  away  first  with  his 
left  hand  and  then  drove  his  right 
straight  to  the  jaw  with  every  ounce 
of  his  weight  and  energy  bemnd  it. 
It  was  a  shattering  blow.  Cries  went 
up  as  Mel  tottered  on  his  cast  and  fell 
heavily  on  the  stones.  ^  •  tn 

glancing  at  him,  Sam  got  back  into 
the  taxi  and  was  whirled  away. 


f  EXACTLY  A  week  later  Ella  left 
for  Reno.  She  only  waited  that 
long  because  she  wanted  to  be  sure  ot 
Mel’s  condition  before  going.  As  for 
herself,  she  could  no  longer. 

Nona  was  driving  her  out  in  her  c  . 

It  was  supposedly  a  'vacation  for 
Nona.  In  fact,  she  knew  her  sister 
intended  spending  every  minu^  of 
the  time  trying  to  stop  . 

vorcing  Sam.  She  was  willing  to  let 
her  talk  in  order  Mo  jave  some  com- 
nanv  since  she  couldnt  fly*  Y 

Ene  put  his  foot  down  firmly  aW 
that.  What  anyone  said  didn  t  mat 
ter.  She  had  made  up  her  mind  de¬ 
finitely.  Since  Sam  only  got  the  ful 
rioney’^on  the  day  her  divorce  was 
granted,  she  was  anxious  for  him  to 
have  it.  Then  she  would  be  free,  free 
to  think  at  any  rate. 

Saytag  goodbye  to  Mel  m  the  hoa^ 
pital  wasn’t  easy.  The  *^11  ha 
broken  his  leg  again,  though  he  1  - 
sisted  Sam  had  had  nothing  to  do 
with  it  and  he  had  caused  ^  ^11  by 
trvine  to  walk  too  soon.  He  went 
further.  Even  as  she  was  kissing  him 
goodbye  he  begged  her  not  to  go  to 
T^eno  not  to  divorce  Sam. 

^Tt’s  wrong,  Ella.  No  .matt^^. 
he  has  acted,  you  married  him  be 
cause  you  loved  him  more  than  all  th 

(Continued  On  Page  90) 
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(Continued  From  Pag^e  89) 
rest  of  the  world  put  together/’ 

The  tears  streamed  down  her 
cheeks.  ‘‘When  I  look  at  you  I  hate 
him!” 

“You  mustn’t.  In  a  few  weeks  I’ll 
be-all  right  again.” 

“It  was  beastly,  rotten,  cowardly!” 
You  must  try  to  see  his  side,  Ella. 
It  I  can,  sjrely  you  can.” 

^  can’t.  I  only  know  I  hate  him.” 
He  squeezed  her  hand.  “You  don’t 
know  what  hate  means,  Ella.  You 
were  waiting  for  him.  And  he  did 
come  back.  Your  hunch  was  right.  He 
couldn’t  stay  away.  It  was  just  your 
rotten  luck  that  I  had  to  butt  in  once 
more.  I  was  going  to  fix  things.  Well, 

I  m  learning  a  lesson.” 

“You  must  hate  him,  Mel.  You  must. 
You  wouldn’t  be  human  if  you  didn’t 
hate  him.  Think  of  ypur  poor  leg  ” 

He  grinned.  “I  know.  I’ll  never 
dance  again.  I’ll  always  limp  a  h'ttle. 
What  of  it — ?  Think  of  whar  I’ve 
clone  to  your  life  without  meaning  to. 

I  won  t  think  I  own  the  world  any 
more.”  ^ 

She  burst  into  tears.  He  sat  up  so  he 
could  put  his  arms  about  her  and  hold 
voice  was  very  gentle. 

You  can  do  me  one  favor,  darling. 
Don  t  divorce  Sam.”  ® 

«  A  to  hurt  him.” 

^ight,  darling.  Throw  rocks  at 
him  Beat  him  un  with  a  club.  Use 
a  whip  on  him.  Get  it  out  of  your 
system.  But  don’t  ruin  your  whole 
life.  You  love  him.  And  he  loves 
you. 

She  broke  away  from  him.  “If  you 
loved  me  you  wouldn’t  say  thatl’^ 

TE  SMILED  faintly.  “I  love  you 
L  enough  to  put  your  happiness 
above  mine. 

the  tears  from  her  eyes. 

Ill  marry  you  as  soon  as  I  come 
oack,  Mel.  I  promise  you  I  will.” 

He  shook  his  head.  “No,  Ella  It 
won’t  be  that  way.” 

She  gasped.  “You  mean  that  you 
don’t  love  me?” 

“I  mean  you  don’t  love  me.  I  want 
a  whole  wife.  I — ” 

I  won  t  listen.  You’re  only  saying 
^  to  stop  me  from  divorcing  Sam. 
You  can’t  stop  me.  The  whole  world 
can’t  stop  me.” 


She  was  angry,  shrill.  She  didn’t 
mind  being  put  out  because  she  was 
disturbing  patients.  She  joined  Nona 
in  the  car  and  cried: 

“Let’s  go.  And  fast— I  want  soeed.” 
l^na  grinned.  “What  did  Mel' say?” 
You  know  perfectly  well  what  he 
all  arranged.” 
Of  course  we  did.”  Nona  was  quite 
^  for  myself.” 

iou  can’t  have  him.  He— he’s 
crazy.” 

“I  intend  having  him.  And  I  intend 
bring  you  to  your  senses 
all  the  way  to  Reno,  and  after.” 

Go  ahead.  Waste  your  breath.  I’ll 
close  my  ears  to  it.” 

“You’ll  be  sorry.” 

All  right.  I’ll  be  sorry.  But  that 
won’t  stop  me.” 

And  it  didn’t.  Nona  stayed  with 
her  at  the  dude  ranch  and  never 
stopped  talking’  explaining,  arguing, 
but  all  to  no  purpose.  Ella  felt  she 
would  have  missed  it  if  the  flow  of 
talk  had  stopped.  It  was  also  a  vaca- 
tion,  and  the  keen,  dry  air  was  splen¬ 
did.  They  rode  horses  and,  as  Nona 
wrote  home,  ate  like  horses.  Ella 
wrote  no  one  and  tried  to  think  as 
little  as  possible.  She  knew  that  Mr. 
Logan  l^d  informed  Sam  that  she 
vras  in  Reno  and  he  would  get  his 

+V,  u*  divorce  went 

through.  She  got  a  letter  from  Faith 
but  didnt  even  answer  that.  She  had 
pid  goodbye  at  home.  Faith  was  back 
in  Stonehaven  now  and  her  mother 
was  trying  to  get  her  back  to  Ohio 
for  the  winter.  Mrs.  Wheeler  wrote 
of  that  and  other  things,  but  Ella  • 
aidn  t  answer.  Nona  was  with  her  and 
Nona  was  a  letter  writer.  She  would 
write  again  herself  when  she  was  free 
to  begin  a  new  life. 

WliE  GRANTING  of  the  divorce 
fa-  decree  was  so  simple  there  was  sn 
air  of  unreality  about  it.  She  received 
the  lawyers’  congratulations  and 
thanks  for  their  fees.  She  had  been 
rather  popular  at  the  ranch,  though 
she  didnt  know  it  till  Nona  toU  her 
so.  She  laughed  heartily  for  the  first 
time  in  many  weeks,  ages  it  seemed 
to  her. 

Bue  she  did  feel  strangely  free 
She  enjoyed  the  trip  back.  It  was 
autumn  now  and  they  took  several 
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days  longer  driving  back  than  they 
had  in  going  out.  This  time  it  was 
Nona  who  sat  silent  for  ^ 

time  and  Ella  who  talked  endlessly. 

Now  and  then  Nona  would  glance 
at  her,  and  once  she  said  crisply : 

“You  don’t  need  to  put  on  such  a 
good  act.  I  know  you’re  happy- 
“At  any  rate  I’m  free.” 

“Free  to  do  what?’’ 

“Anythin_g  in  the  world.’^^ 

“Even  go  back  to  Maine?’  _ 

“Even  that  if  I  want  to,’’  sne  cried 
“Why  not?  Sam  means  nothing  to 
me  now.  By  this  time  he  is  paid  off 
and  the  slate  is  clear.  .  „  .  j 

“What  about  memories?  queriea 

Nona  sardonically.  .  j  ,.1, 

“I  haven’t  any.  I  buried  them  in 

^^Bruce  Wheeler  welcomed  Ella 
home  in  triumph.  She  was  a  true 
Wheeler  and  he  was  proud  of  her. 
Everyone  else  seemed  to  feel  the  same 
way  about  it.  Mrs.  Wheeler  wasn  t  as 
happy  as  the  rest,  because  her  dear 
Faith  had  written  that 
feeling  very  well  and  would  have  to 
stick  dose  to  home  for  the  present. 
Mr.  Wheeler  laughed  and  winked. 

“The  old  sickness  gag,  but  we  don  t 
have  much  faith  in  that,  do  we,  Ella 
She  laughed  with  him.  She  dmnt 
add  that  she  had  no  faith  in  anything 
or  anybody— and  that  included  her- 

^^Mel  Winslow  came  to  dinner,  and 
Dr.  Kendricks,  who  was  very  proud 
of  what  he  had  done  for  him.  Mel 
was  able  to  get  around  witn  a  cane 
now,  but  he  had  to  be  careful.  Ther 

would  probably  be  ft 

limp,  but  after  the  second  bieak  it 
might  have  been  much  worse.  Ella 
took  him  into  the  music  room  after 

‘^‘“Fm  ready  to  listen  to  anything 

vou  have  to  say  to  me,  Mel. 

^  He  laughed  as  he  sat  with  his  le^ 
out  stiffly  before  him.  “Are  you  sure 

^°“lfwe  you  more  than  I  can  ever 

‘“""S’'' 

take  you  dancing  any  „ 

“I’ve  lost  interest  m  dancing. 
“Suppose  old  gimpty-leg  asked  you 
to  marry  him?'* 

(Continued  On  Pag’e  92) 
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(Continued  Fron*  Page  91) 

®  breath.  “I  owe  you 

that,  Mel. 

He  laughed  and  shook  his  head.  “I 
do  really  believe  that  you  would  carry 
your  stubbornness  that  far  But  I 
won’t  give  you  a  chance.  If  I  can't 
make  you  love  me,  at  least  I  won’t 
make  you  hate  me.” 

There  would  be  no  fear  of  that  ” 

straight.  “Shall 
we  tell  Father  now?” 

“Tell  him  what?”  Mel  still  sprawl¬ 
ed,  smiling  up  at  her. 

“That  we  are  going  to  marry.” 

FE  CAUGHT  her  hand.  “We 
L  aren’t  going  to  marry,  Ella,  not 
now  or  ever.  I  told  you  I  was  your 
brother.  If  I  can  manage  to  Lll 
down  a  church  aisle  without  a  cane 
1  m  going  to  be  your  brother.  I’ll 
marry  Nona.  We  understand  each 
other  and  you.  We  won’t  let  you 

ha^^y  prove  you’re 

high,  looking 
away  from  him.  “I  see.  You’re  telling 
•"f  you  J'efuse  to  marry  me.”  ^ 

a  I  refuse  to  make 

a  a^honest  woman  out  of  you  ” 

^  Do  you  think  I  still  care  for  Sam?” 

1  know  you  love  him,  darling.” 

She  pulled  away  angrily  a.nd 
walked  out  of  the  room  s4  was 
more  upset  than  she  wanted  h--n  or 
anyone  else  to  see.  She  started  fo  •  her 
own  room  but  her  Father  overtook 
her  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  and  linked 
nis  arm  m  hers  gaily. 

DidhTfa^f'’  WKli  Mel? 

he  tell  you  the  news?” 

hierh  head 

^  "  refuses  to  marry  me.” 

Mr  Wheeler  chuckled.  “He  would 
put  It  that  way.  He  and  NonTare 

1°  raatried.  I  thought  you 
might  have  guessed.”  ^ 

“Yes.  He  told  me  that.” 

And  are  you  mad?” 

“Certainly  not.”  She  managed  a 
shrug.  I  m  sure  they’ll  be  very 
tiappy.  y 

Ena.”'^^''^  ^^PPy> 

I  shall  be.  I  promise  you  that 
nose  ^  i^ust  powder  my 

“Come  into  the  library  first.  I  have 


something  to  show  you.” 

A  homecoming  present^” 

“I  think  so.” 

®  UOW, 

With  the  windows  shut  against  the 
crisp  autumn  night  outside  and  a  fire 
on  the  hearth.  Dr.  Kendricks  was 
j  a  cigar.  Mr.  Wheeler 

asked  him  not  to  move.  “I  just  want 
to  give  Ella  her  present.” 

The  doctor  beamed.  “Reno  certainly 
agreed  with  you,  Ella.” 

“It  W^s  nice  on  the  ranch.  I  may 
go  back  to  some  ranch.  1  like  the 
mountains  and  the  vastness  of  every- 
ing.  It  makes  us  feel  how  unim¬ 
portant  we  are.” 

Her  father  chuckled.  “You’re 
mighty  important  to  us,  so  don’t  eet 
any  other  ideas.  And  here’s  your 
present.  ^ 

u  twinkling  as  he 

handed  her  a  check  for  fif^  thou! 
sand  dollars.  Made  out  to  Ella  Wheel - 

tip  at  him. 

What  IS  this  for?” 

“For  being  a  good  girl  anj  doing 
"’bat  your  father  wants.” 

“I  don’t  understand.’ 


f^ER  to  the  table.  A 

i^rn  which  had  been 

torn  to  bits  but  then  pieced  together 

gain  and  glued  into  position.  She 
saw  It  was  for  fifth  thousand  dollan 
and  made  out  to  Sam  Haskins  She 

her  fingers  to  the  table  to 
Steady  herself. 

“I  still  don’t  understand.  Father.” 
c...  w®  Kendricks.  I 

fhLt  Haskins  today.  My 

heck  for  fifty  thousand  torn  into 
bits  and  mailed  back  to  me.  I’r^ 
saving  It  as  a  souvenir  of  Maine  pig¬ 
headedness  And  after  demanding  it 
too.  But  if  he  means  to  crush  rne  I 

have  a  nice 

hank  account,  that’s  all.” 

tu  "'hy  should  he  tear  up 

the  check.  Father?” 

moiey°’’^  ^hey  scorn 

money/’  ^  ^^e 

So  did  I,  Ella.  But  there  you  are 
Now  you  can  really  thank  your  lucky 
stars  that  you  were  able  to  get  rid  of 
a  nit-wit  like  that.”  ^ 

She  passed  an  unsteady  hand  over 
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her  face  as  if  to  brush  away  cobwebs. 

‘‘There  must  be  a  mistake.  That  was 
the  price.  My  price.  He  can’t  afford 
to  throw  away  fifty  -thousand  dollars. 
It — it’s  madness.” 

“Of  course  he’s  mad.  He  always 
was,  if  you  think  back.  Didn’t  he  re¬ 
fuse  the  big  job  here  and  the  house 
I  built  for  you,  and  all  the  rest?” 

She  swallowed  the  lump  in  her 
throat.  “But  that  was  because  he 
loved  me  so  much.  He  wanted  to  show 
his  love  was  so  big  that  nothin  else 
mattered.” 

Her  father  and  Dr.  Kendricks  guf¬ 
fawed  in  unison.  The  doctor  added 
words  in  his  precise,  mocking  way. 

“My  dear  Ella,  he  certainly  came 
here  and  showed  conclusively  how  he 
loved  you.  None  of  us  can  ever  for¬ 
get  that.” 

“But  this  is  fifty  thousand  dollars. 
And  he  isn’t  crazy  like  that.  He  values 
money.  He  believs  in  it  as  he  believes 
in  hard  work,  and  loyalty,  and — ” 

“He  has  scarcely  been  very  loyal  to 
you.  Ella.” 

“I  mean  loyalty  to  your  beliefs, 
your  ideals,  your — ” 

“He  knocked  down  a  man  with  a 
broken  leg,  Ella.”  The  doctor’s  face 
was  stern,  hard.  “He  announced  be¬ 
fore  all  of  us  that  he  had  returned 
just  to  do  that.  He  told  you  he  wished 
you  had  killed  yourself.” 

“He  didn’t  know  what  he  was 
saying!” 

“I  think  it  more  likely  he  didn’t 
know  what  he  was  doing  when  he 
tore  up  the  check.  I  am  a  doctor, 
Ella.  I  seriously  think  that  Sam  Hask¬ 
ins  is  mad.  And  I  mean  insane.  You 
will  do  well  to  wipe  him  out  of  your 
mind  even  as  you  have  put  him  out 
of  your  life.” 

Her  father  laughed  again.  “That’s 
easy  to  do  now.  We  shall  consign 
him  to  the  flames.”  He  took  the 
pasted  check  and  tossed  it  lightlv  o» 
the  fire.  “There  you  are,  Ella.  Gone 
and  forgotten.” 

She  drew  a  deep  breath  and  tossed 
her  check  into  the  flames,  too. 

“Yes,  Father.  Gone — and  forgot¬ 
ten.” 
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2  DARING  LOVE  NOVELS 

If - - 


(Conilniied  From  Pafte  H3) 

And  as  they  stared  blankly  she 
swept  out  of  the  room. 

AM  STOOD  outside  the  kitchen 
door  with  an  armful  of  wood. 
He  seemed  loath  to  go  into  the  ouse 
and  looked  up  to  the  stars  that  fairly 
blazed  in  the  deep  black  October 
night.  It  seemed  like  a  culmination  of 
the  grandest  fall  weather  Stonehaven 
had  ever  known.  Lowering  his  eyes, 
he  glanced  at  the  back  windows  of 
the  living  room.  The  curtains  were 
not  drawn  and  he  could  see  some  of 
the  fine  old  furniture  and  the  warm 
firelight  on  the  ceiling,  but  not  his 
mother  or  Dr.  Hinckley 

Someone  touched  his  arm  and  he 
turned  slowly.  He  would  have  known 
Bud  Goodrow’s  touch  even  in  a 
crowded  city,  the  peculiarly  gentle 
touch  of  an  overgrown,  clumsy/  boy. 
He  spoke  gently. 

‘'You're  back  ahead  of  time.  Was 
it  a  good  trip?" 

Bud  nodded.  “It  would've  been 
better  with  you  on  board." 

“You’ll  learn  more  without  me. 
Come  on  in.  Mom  will  want  to  see 
you  right  away.  Doc  Hinckley  is  with 
her." 

“Susan  said  she  was  better,  Sam." 

“She’s  better  all  right." 

They  went  into  the  house  and  to 
the  living  room,  where  Sam  put  his 
wood  beside  the  fireplace.  Faith 
pushed  away  her  hooking  frame,  on 
which  she  was  putting  the  finishing 
touches  to  a  rug,  and  held  out  her 
hand  to  Bud. 

“Come  here,  young  man.  I  want  to 
see  how  you  look  now  you’ve  become 
a  sailor  on  the  deep  blue  seas." 

He  came  to  her  shyly  and  she  put 
her  arm  about  him  and  kissed  him 
on  his  flushed  cheek.  Her  laugh  was 
quick  at  his  confusion. 

“There  now.  I  won’t  do  that  any 
more  because  you’re  a  man  now  and 
don’t  want  any  more  silly  women’s 
kisses." 

Bud  gulped.  “I  want  yours.  I  always 
will." 

Sam  laughed  and  the  doctor  joined 
in.  Bud  looked  panicky,  but  Faith 
held  his  hand  and  made  him  sit  be¬ 
side  her. 


“Thank  you  very  much,  Bud.  You 
make  me  very  proud.  Now  I  shall 
kiss  you  every  time  you  come  home 
even  when  you’re  a  captain.  Doctor, 
you  know  this  young  man  flung  his 
books  away  in  true  Maine  style  and 
has  gone  fishing  in  one  of  Sam’s 
boats." 

“I  never  did  learn  anything  in 
school,"  cried  Bud,  “and  I  had  to  get 
away  from  Susan  ’cause  she  was  nag- 
gin’  my  head  off." 

The  doctor  shook  hands  with  him 
gravely.  “Normally  I  can’t  approve  of 
boys  throwing  th^ir  books  away,  but 
sons  of  Maine  must  still  go  to  sea,  it 
seems.  And  Sam  will  keep  an  eye  on 
you,  I’m  sure." 

“Not  me.  I’ve  quit  the  sea.” 

Sam  threw  a  log  on  tne  fire  as  if 
he  wanted  to  make  the  sparks  fly 
up.  His  mother  sighed  faintly. 

“Dr.  Hinckley  means  you  still  own 
the  boats,  of  course." 

E  FACED  her  quietly.  “1  don’t 
Mom.  I  might  as  well  tell  you 
now.  I  sold  them.  I  don’t  own  any¬ 
thing  connected  with  the  sea  at  all." 

Bud  jumped  up.  “You  mean  you 
don’t  own  my  boat?" 

“No.  Ike  Blayne  is  captain  and 
owner  now.  Didn’t  he  tell  the  boys?" 

“He  didn’t  say  nothin’.” 

Sam  smiled.  “Then  maybe  you’d 
better  say  nothin’  too." 

Dr.  Hinckley  sighed.  “This  is  a 
surprise.  What  are  you  going  to  do 
now?” 

“What  I’ve  done  since  I  came  home. 
Doc.  Nothing." 

“I  can’t  believe  that,  Sam.  You  were 
always  most  ambitious.  Even  as  a 
boy  you  could  somehow  always  turn 
everything  into  a  profit." 

“I’ve  grown  up.  Doc.  It’s  more  fun 
to  take  things  easy.  And  Mother 
doesn’t  mind  me  just  lazing  around 
the  house,  do  you.  Mother?" 

She  looked  at  him  steadily.  “You 
haven’t  been  lazing.  You’ve  been 
doing  all  my  work.  I’ve  been  the  lazy 
one.  But  that’s  over  now.  I’m  well." 

“Oh,  no  "  Dr..  Hinckley  shook  his 
head.  “You  are  going  to  stay  lazy. 
You’re  not  well.  And  I  think  I’m  glad 
Sam  has  no  ties  here.  I  have  plans 

for  you.  And  you  are  going  to  obey 
** 


TOO  MANY  KISSES 

“I  have  plans  for  myself.  I  am  going 
to  visit  Mrs.  Wheeler  as  soon  as  I 
can  get  ready.  At  least  I  won’t  do 
any  hard  work  there,  and  they’ll  prob¬ 
ably  keep  me  wrapped  up  in  cotton¬ 
wool  ana  have  the  elegant  Di.  Ken¬ 
dricks  examine  me  twice  a  day.” 

Bud  blinked.  ‘‘You  mean  you’re 
gonna  leave  Sam  alone 

Sam  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 
“We  can  have  bachelor  hall  and  lots 
of  fun.  No  women  around  to  bother 
us.” 

“But  I  want  women  around.” 

Even  Faith  had  to  join  in  that 
laugh,  but  she  also  held  his  big  fat 
hand.  “We  know  what  you  mean.  And 
you’ll  have  Susan.” 

“I  dont  want  her.  She’s  mean  and 
snappy.  She  ain’t  a  real  woman.  I 
want  you.  And — and  Ella.” 

This  time  there  was  no  burst  of 
laughter.  Bud  seemed  to  realize  he 
had  said  what  shouldn’t  have  been 
said,  for  he  squared  his  young  jaw 
and  waited.  Sam  broke  the  silence 
quietly. 

“Mom  is  anxious  to  go  back  to 
Ohio  because  Ella  is  there.  Bud.  She 
likes  her  better  than  she  .does  us, 
and  we  can’t  blame  her  for  that,  can 
we?  You  like  Ella  a  lot  yourself,  don’t 
you?” 

“I  love  her.  I’ll  always  love  her. 
Some  day  I’ll  tell  her,  too.” 

IT  WAS  SHEER  defiance  now.  It 
was  the  sort  of  defiance  he  had 
hurled  at  his  sister  and  been  slapped 
for.  and  which  had  helped  in  his 
decision  to  go  fishing  and  be  a  com¬ 
plete  man.  Sam  picked  up  his  pipe 
from  the  mantelpiece  ^  and  began 
loading  it  v/ith  precise  fingers. 

“Mom  will  tell  her,  and— and  she’ll 
be  glad  to  hear  it,  I’m  sure.” 

Faith  nodded.  “I’ll  tell  her  you 
sent  your  love.  And  now  I  think  you 
might  find  something  in  the  cookie 
jar  if  you  looked.” 

Bud  stood  up.  “I  want  to  know 
why  Ella  don’t  come  home.” 

Dr.  Hinckley  cleared  his  throat. 
Sam  spoke  very  quietly. 

“Ella  is  home,  Bud.  Home  with  her 
family  where  she  lives  in  a  regular 
palace  like  the  ones  in  the  movies. 
The  swimming  pool  is  real  Holly- 
(Contlnued  On  Page  96) 
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(Coiitfnned  From  Pag-e  06) 
wood.  Her  living  room  is  as  big  as 
this  whole  house.  She  keeps  her 
dresses  in  a  closet  as  big  as  this 
room.  From  the  road  to  the  front 
door  is  as  far  as  from  the  fish  wharf 
here— farther.  I  guess.  Her  father 
owns  a  factory  that  employs  more 
people  than  live  in  all  Stonehaven. 
The  house  is  full  of  servants  and  her 
mother  has  more  jewels  than  Mr. 
Galton’s  store,  and  much  bigger  ones 
of  course.  Her  sister,  Nona— well,  she 

'u  like  her  and 

she  d  like  you.” 

Bud  stood  very  straight.  “I  know 
all  about  that.  But  this  is  her  home 
more  than  that.  She’s  your  wife  and 
that  s  why  Susan  acts  the  way  she 
does.” 

^ore,  Bud. 

She  divorced  me.  She’ll  marry  some- 
forget  about  me.” 

And  you  can  marry  Susan,  now?” 
Dr.  Hinckley  tried  to  speak,  but 
Sam  raised  a  quick  hand.  Faith  sat 
very  still,  her  hands  in  her  lap,  her 
eyes  on  the  fire  as  if  seeing  a  vision 
there.  Sam  went  on  in  his  new. 
Strangely  quiet  voice. 

“Yes.  It  would  be  legal  for  me  to 
marry  Susan  now.” 

Bud  clenched  his  fists  at  his  side. 

It  s  legal  but  you  won’t*  do  it,  will 
you?  Say  you  won’t  do  it.  Ella  /ould 
never  come  back  if  you  did  that  ” 
Faith  spoke  gently.  “Bud,  you  are 
almost  a  man.  Sam  has  told  you  Ella 
J^s^not  coming  back.  He  knows,  doesn’t 

“No.  He  don’t  know.  If  they  had 
a  tight  he  only  knows  what  he  feels, 
i-le  don  t  know  what  she  feels  at  all.” 

“A  divorce  is  not  a  fight.  Bud.  it 
IS  just  a— a  change.  People  sell  one 
house  and  go  to  another.  Bud,  will 
you  be  a  good  boy  and  get  my  hat 
and  coat?  I’m  getting  to  be  the  laziest 
man  in  Stonehaven.” 


“I’ll  see  you  to  the  car.  Doc.” 

The  two  men  went  out  by  the  front 
door.  A  faint  wave  of  cold  air  rushed 
m  from  the  foyer  but  the  flames 
leaped  to  meet  the  challenge.  Faith 
got  up  and  put  a  hand  on  Bud’s  arm, 
1  VC  been  mean  to  you.  You  must 
be  starved,  coming  off  that  boat.” 

We  have  good  food.  Faith.” 

“You  don’t  have  my  cake,  I  bet.  No 
man  ever  makes  good  cake.  We’ll  go 
into  the  kitchen  now  and  see  what  we 
can  find.” 

His  eyes  lighted  up  but  he  held 
back.  I  ain’t  a  kid  any  more.  You 
■don  t  have  to  feed  me  every  time  I 
poke  my  head  inside  your  door.” 

She  took  his  arm  and  they  squeezed 
through  the  swinging  door  together 
gaily.  Then  they  stopped.  They  had 
found  something.  Ella  stood  near  the 
stove  facing  them.  Her  face  was 
white  above  her  mink  coat  and  her 
eyes  were  wide,  frightened.  Her  lips 
fluttered.  ^ 

“I— I  just  walked  in.”  She  held  out 
her  hand  in  a  wistful  gesture. 


caught  at  the  chance  to 
oblige.  Holding  the  coat,  he  was 
actually  taller  than  the  doctor,  who 
spoke  of  it  before  taking  Faith’s 
hand. 

_  “Now,  remember.  You  are  to  take 
It  easy  or  I’ll  have  to  send  you  to  Flor¬ 
ida  for  the  winter.  I  mean  it.  Good 
night,  Sam.” 


Jp'AITH  TOOK  THE  girl’s  white 
*  face  between  her  hands  and 
kissed  her. 

“Ella.  My  sweet  girl.  I’m  so  glad 
to  see  you.  Oh,  so  glad.” 

“I  couldn’t  stay  away.  Faith.  I  had 
to  come.” 

‘'Of  course  you  did.  We  w^re  wait¬ 
ing  for  you.  I  was  sick  or  I  would 
have  been  out  to  see  you.  Dr.  Hinck¬ 
ley  was  here.’ 

‘  I  heard  him.  I  was  listening.  I’m  so 
ashamd.  I  sneaked  in.” 

“Silly  girl.  This  is  your  home.” 

“I  divorced  him!  Faith,  I  was  crazy. 

I  did  it.”  ^ 

“Since  you’re  here  now,  everything 
is  all  right.  Let  me  have  your  coat. 
Mink  or  no  mink,  it  hangs  on  a  peg 
in  the  kitchen  now  with  the  family 
coats.  Isn’t  that  decorative?  And  now 
we  go  in.” 

“I  can’t  face  him.  Faith.  I  can’t.” 

Faith  put  both  hands  on  her  shoul¬ 
ders  amd  looked  deep  into  her  eyes. 
“Ella,  it  is  a  question  of  whether  he 
dare  face  you.  I’m  not  going  to  try 
to  defend  Sam.  No  one  could  do  that, 
not  even  his  mother.  He  has  been  a 
beast,  a  mad  beast,  and  how  you  can 
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forgive  him  if  you  ever  do  only  God, 
who  poured  love  into  your  heart,  can 
understand.  You  should  hate  him.'* 

“I  love  him,  Faith.  I  loved  him  even 
— even  when  I  divorced  him.” 

“Even  he  understands,  Ella.  You 
tried  to  give  him  fifty  thousand  dol¬ 
lars.” 

“And  he  tore  it  up.  I  saw.  I  was  so 
proud.” 

“Sam  loves  you,  Ella.  I  am  not 
offering  that  as  any  excuse,  because 
there  is  no  excuse  for  him.  There  is 
just  forgiveness — if  you  can.  Come.” 

They  went  into  the  living  room. 

It  was  empty.  Faith  glanced  out  the 
front  window  but  Dr.  Hinckley's  car 
was  gone.  She  went  to  look  out  the 
front  door  but  the  street  was  empty. 
Only  the  gaunt  naked  trees  stood  in 
a  row  reaching  thin  branches  toward 
the  glittering  stars.  Faith  called 
“Sam !”  once  but  there  was  no  answer. 
He  and  Bud  had  both  vanished. 
Slowly  she  went  back  to  the  living 
room  and  found  that  Ella  was  gone. 
Catching  her  breath,  she  darted  to¬ 
ward  the  kitchen. 

Bud  was  sitting  at  the  table  munch¬ 
ing  cookies.  He  grinned  at  her,  his 
mouth  so  full  he  couldn’t  talk. 

“Where’s  Ella?”  she  cried. 

His  grin  widened  and  he  pointed 
upstairs.  She  fairly  flew  out  of  the 
room  and  up  the  stairs.  Her  feet 
were  swift  in  the  upper  hall  and  then 
stopped  at  the  door  of  Sam’s  room. 
They  stooa  in  the  center,  wrapped  in 
each  other’s  arms,  tears  flowing  down 
their  cheeks  but  their  lips  clinging 
to  each  other.  She  knew^  at  once  He 
had  gone  there  to  hide  his  shame  and 
she  had  gone  to  him  with  her  endless 
love  which  was  so  much  stronger  than 
both  of  them. 

Faith’s  face  was  radiant  as  she  went 
quietly  downstairs.  She  would  make 
some  tea,  her  fine  China  tea  that  Ella 
liked.  Probably  the  girl  hadn’t  had 
any  proper  dinner.  Bud’s  mouth  was 
still  stuffed.  He  managed  ^o  gulp 
and  say,  “She’s  home  for  good  now. 
isn’t  she?” 

“For  good.  Indeed  for  good.  We 
needed  her.  All  of  us.” 
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NOTHING  OMITTED  ...  NO  PUNCHES  PULLED 

Never  before  in  the  English  language  has  the  veil  of  secrecy  been  so 
thoroughly  stripped  from  women.  Never  before  has  politeness,  male 
deference,  and  smug  courtesy  been  so  completely  disregarded  .  .  the 

truth  so  bluntly  and  unsparingly  told.  Thomas  D.  Horton  figuratively 
takes  the  so-called  “fair-sex.”  apart,  reveals  the  callous,  and  frank  truth 
about  the  things  that  men  think,  yet  rarely  have  the  courage  to  say.  In 
almost  every  sentence  of  this  frank  book  you  will  find  something  to 
chuckle  about,  something  that  will  bring  to  mind  an  experience  of  your 
own  in  your  relationships  with  the  opposite  sex.  Your  wife  or  sweetheart 
may  not  enjoy  watching  you  read  this  revealing  book 
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This  amusing,  often  shocking  book, 
does  not  talk  in  generalities.  Based 
on  the  author’s  wide  and  frequently 
unusual  experience,  it  discusses  wo¬ 
men.  their  thoughts,  habits,  speech 
and  actions  under  almost  every 
conceivable  condition.  You’ll  meet 
them  in  night  clubs,  in  the  office,  in 
love,  learn  what  they  really  say  to 
and  about  each  other,  hear  their 
candid  opinions  about  men.  Here, 


DON'T  READ  IT  TO  A  WOMAN! 


“There  is  not  the  slightest  likelihood  of  any 
male  ever  reviewing  this  book  before  a  wom¬ 
an’s  club.  The  insurance  premium  would  be 
prohibitive.  Turn  to  any  chapter,  any  para¬ 
graph.  and  read  it  aloud  in  the  presence  of  a 
female,  and  you’ll  have  fury  with  its  claws 
out.” 
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ON  EVERY  PAGE 

at  last,  is  a  man  who  is  willing  to 
stand  up  and  fight  for  the  superior¬ 
ity  of  his  sex!  You  will  gasp  with 
amazement  when  you  discover  how 
thoroughly  he  covers  the  subject, 
how  little  he  leaves  to  the  imagina¬ 
tion.  Once  you've  read  “What  Men 
Don’t  Like  About  Women”  you  will 
regard  them  differently,  understand 
them  better  .  .  .  perhaps  never  again 
feel  inferior  or  embarrassed. 
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